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CHAPTER I. 

LIVING IN GLASS HOUSES. 

"It is I who ought to choose what we shall play 
at," said Trixy Henderson, with her nose in the air, a 
nose which did not need to be elevated by its owner, 
for nature had forestalled her quite sufficiently. 

" And why you, any more than the rest of us, I 
should like to know, Trixy Henderson ? " 

Cries of " For shame ! " " Yes, let Trixy choose." 
" We all want to do as Trixy likes." But Trixy dis- 
regarded these satellites, and turned scornfully on the 
one rebel in the camp. 

" Because my father's a rich man, and we live in a 
big house. Have j^ou got carriages and a conservatory^ 
I should like to know? " 

"No, and I don't want to have." 

'* Don't you, indeed?" and Trixy's nose came 
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down a little way that she might give emphasis to the 
sneer. 

''I suppose you are like the fox who said the 
grapes were sour because he could not reach 
them." 

"You seem to think " the other girl began, 

angrily, but a chorus of voices cried, 

" Oh, stop, stop ! you are spoiling the whole after- 
noon, Helen ; we shan't have any fun. Trixy wants 
to play at tennis, I know." 

" That's just why I asked you all to come," said 
Trixy, aggrieved. 

"Then why didn't you say so when you asked 
us?" began Helen. 

" Helen Adderley, I do wish you would hold your 
tongue. If Trixy wants tennis, we are all going to 
play at tennis ; I am sure the others are willing." 

"Yes ! Yes ! dear Trixy, let me get the rackets;" 
and, " We^ll mark the ground over ; " " Do let me be 
on your side, Trixy I " with much more in a similar 
strain, reduced the nose of the young lady, whose 
father owned carriages and a conservatory, to its 
normal condition. 

She and her immediate supporters went towards 
the tennis-ground, but one of the girls lingered to 
whisper in the refractory Helen's ear, " You'd better 
m;nd what you're about ; if you don't make yourself 
agreeable to Trixy Henderson, you'll never be asked 
here again." 
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" I don't care," said Helen, sulkily. 

" Oh I but you will care. Trixy has it all her own 
way here, and thejr're very rich, and nobody else 
gives such jolly parties." 

With this the girls left the shrubbery, where this 
highly suggestive colloquy had taken place, to join 
the others on the tennis-ground, and so passed be- 
yond the hearing of one who had been an un- 
suspected, startled, and amused listener to the 
whole. 

The little garden-house there under the trees 
had an inner chamber with a comfortable spring 
lounging-seat, on which the owner of carriages and 
conservatory had thrown himself to rest after a long 
perambulation of garden and grounds in the mid- 
day sunshine, and was not aware that fatigue had 
induced a short slumber, until he was aroused by the' 
voices of the girls under the cool shadow of the trees. 
His own little daughter's voice, high-pitched and 
self-assertive, had been the one to effectually scatter 
the mists of sleep, and, fearing to alarm her and her 
companions by suddenly appearing in their midst, he 
had remained in seclusion until they departed. It 
would have been hard to say whether he was more 
amused or perplexed as he came out from the ivied 
door of the pretty garden-house. His thoughts ran 
something in this way : 

"Upon my word, the very last place where I 
should have expected to find the essence of the wis- 
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dom of this world would be in the midst of that 
pack of girls. Why, the eldest of them cannot be 
more than fifteen. I must have a look at the one 
they call Helen, she is worth all the rest of them put 
together ; but I wish she had braved it out, and given 
Miss Trixy a lesson not to be forgotten. I must 
have an eye to you, little madam, or you will be 
utterly spoilt by their toadyism." 

He threw up his handsome head with a laugh, as 
his eye fell on the large conservatory adjoining the 
house, with the long range of glass roofs leading from 
it — peach-houses, and vineries, and nurseries for 
young plants. Gardening was his hobby, and adding 
glass-house to glass-house his never-ending delight ; 
but he had never thought that Trixy, the little minx, 
would let her pride feed upon what was his recrea- 
tion. There she was now, queening it in capital 
style on the tennis-ground. He stood to watch them 
for a while, but his pride and joy in his little daughter 
were sadly clouded by finding fresh, and even 
stronger, confirmation that her companions, children 
of feltow-townsmen well-known to himself, Were not 
the best suited to her under present circumstances. 

To make this quite clear to my young readers, I 
must go back a little way in the history of Trix/s 
father. 

Nearly fifty years ago, a young man crossed the 
border which divides England from Scotland. He 
was alone, and on foot, poorly but respectably clad. 
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There was an alertness in his step, a brightness in his 
eye, which bespoke a hopeful undertaking. When he 
was fairly on English ground, he turned and looked 
back, with a yearning in his eyes which nothing could 
explain but the fact that home and friends lay in 
that direction. As he set his face southwards once 
more, his compressed lips showed a firm determina- 
tion to proceed in accordance with some fixed plan. 
England was rich, Scotland, in those days, compara- 
tively poor, and he wanted to follow the advice which 
her own peasant poet had given her sons, 

"And gather gear by every wile 
That's justified by honour." 

His ancestors had been content to lose their lands 
bit by bit, first for conscience' sake whilst upholding 
the Solemn League and Covenant, then by varied mis- 
fortunes whilst sticking to the soil. He would open a 
new road to fortune in the present generation for him- 
self and his brothers ; so he trudged on, stout of heart, 
and weary of foot. 

His journey ended in the Midlands; there he found 
occupation, and gave himself to it with the tenacity 
of a Scotsman. In due course he married. His wife 
had a little money of her own which became their 
nest-egg. I may not follow the long years of in- 
dustry, during which children were born to them and 
grew up. Though a prosperous man, and highly re- 
spected in the town where he dwelt, Mr. Henderson 
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could not be called a rich one until after the birth of 
Trixy. This small maid did not put in her appear- 
ance until the youngest of the others was twelve 
years old. *^ Born to be the comfort and darling of 
our old age," said Willie Henderson to his wife. And 
now Trixy was well into her fourteenth year, and all 
her sisters and brothers were married and away, she 
was almost like an only child ; and as riches had in- 
creased rapidly since she was bom, everything that 
wealth could bestow had been lavished upon her. 
Only some few precedents had been observed ; for 
instance, she had up to this time attended the really 
excellent school in the town to which all her sisters 
had gone in their day, so her companions were chil- 
dren of the middle class over whom Trix/s many 
privileges were likely to exercise a spell. Everything 
and every one had conspired to spoil her, and from 
having too much her own way, she had grown to hold 
a somewhat exaggerated idea of her father's position^ 
and of her own importance. 

Mr. Henderson had thought of letting her finish 
her education at some good boarding-school, not on 
this account, but because his improved social position 
would place Trixy in a different one from that which 
her sisters had in their girlhood enjoyed. His wife 
was somewhat of an invalid, and should his life be 
spared, much would be likely to devolve on Trixy in 
the years to come ; her training must be such as would 
fit her for it And yet, inasmuch as she was the 
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delight of his eyes, and the joy of his heart, he hesi- 
tated to part with her, even for a time. She had 
become truly, as he had prophesied, '' the comfort and 
darling of their old age." 

Quick in thought, and prompt in action always, 
Mr. Henderson passed on to the house now, and 
entered the drawing-room where his wife was sitting 
in a large easy chair, which she seemed very com- 
fortably to fill. She was placidly at work on some 
laces, which were beginning to assume a similar form 
to the rather elaborate head-dress that rested on her 
brown hair, where even yet was hardly a thread of 
grey. She made her own caps still, only now she 
used such beautiful laces that her work was quite 
dainty enough for the drawing-room. 

" Can Trixy's things be got ready for her to go off 
to school at the end of the holidays, my dear?" 

Trixj^s going to boarding-school had before 
been spoken of as a remote possibility, but this was 
the first mention of it as an event in the immediate 
future, yet Trixy's mother neither paused in her work, 
nor showed any surprise by so much as the lifting of 
an eyebrow. She was so accustomed to her husband's 
sudden decisions, so used to falling in with them 
without a moment's hesitation, that as soon as his will 
was expressed it became her law. 

" Yes, certainly, if you wish." 

" I think, after all, it would be advisable to let her 
go to this school abroad that Mildred speaks so highly 
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of," continued Trixy*s father, " for I am afraid we are 
spoiling her amongst us." 

It never occurred to Trixy's mother to ask how, or 
in what way. If he said it was so, she knew it must 
be so, and at once accepted the remedy proposed. 

" I will have a talk to Miss Loddington, and get 
her to look through Trixy's wardrobe this evening, 
and see what will be needed." 

Miss Loddington was housekeeper and general 
supervisor of everything at AUandale, which was the 
name of Trixy's home. 

•* Do so, my dear." 

Mr. Henderson left the room, crossed the hall to 
the pretty breakfast-room, which also opened into the 
conservatory. The glass doors stood open, and 
through them canie the rich and mingled perfume of 
hothouse flowers, and the more distant ring of girlish 
voices on the lawn beyond. 

A table in the bay window looking towards the 
side lawn was strewn with letters and writing 
materials. Mr. Henderson took up a letter which 
lay there addressed and ready for the post ; he broke 
the fastening, and drew forth the letter which he had 
written and placed therein that morning. As he 
unfolded it, one sentence in particular caught his eye : 
"I cannot make up my mind to part with Trixy 
just at present, but I will consider your proposal." 

Well, he had considered it, and the result was the 
reversal of his former decision. He tore the letter 
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in two, consigned the pieces to the waste basket, and, 
seating himself, wrote as follows : — 

" I have serious thoughts of sending Trixy to the 
school you mention ; let me have all promised par- 
ticulars as soon as you can. I think she will be all 
the better for a little larger experience than we can 
give her here." 

I^e enclosed the letter in a fresh envelope, and 
addressed it to 

Mrs. Bowman, 

St. Ann's Cottage, 

Leamington. 

This was the *' Mildred " before alluded to, Trixy's 
Aunt Mildred, her father's only sister. She was ten 
years the junior of her brother, and one of the first 
things he did after establishing himself in England 
was to send for her, place her at a good school, and 
have her educated for a governess. She had but a 
short experience of a governess's life, however ; for she 
married, from her first situation, a hard-working 
young curate. Shortly after their marriage, a small 
living in the East End of London was given to him, 
where his stipend was only a little increased, and his 
work was doubled. He soon worked himself into his 
grave, and she was left a widow, and childless. She 
was now living at Leamington on the annuity which 
her brother had settled upon her. She was, of course, 
the family authority on matters educational. The 
6 
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visits to Aunt Mildred of each and all of her nieces 
at various times were supposed to savour as much 
of mental improvement as of change and enjoy- 
ment. 

In the meantime, Trixy had been entertaining her 
young friends at afternoon tea in the pagoda at one 
comer of the tennis lawn ; after which they took their 
departure, and she went into the house to prepare for 
the evening meal, which at AUandale took the form 
of seven o'clock high tea. This over, if there were no 
guests staying in the house, Trixy always took 
possession of her father for the remainder of the 
evening. Sometimes they would stroll together 
through the glass-houses, sometimes through gardens 
and shrubberies, pausing here and there to admire a 
blossom of rare hue and beauty, or to mark the 
promise and progress from blossom to fruit of the 
peach, and nectarine, and apricot trees. 

The midsummer evening air was balmy with the 
mingled odours of a thousand rich blossoms, when 
Trixy bounded through the open glass doors of the 
drawing-room, and joined her father, who was leisurely 
strolling under the feathery palm branches amid the 
wilderness of flowers. The houses and gardens were 
all deserted at this hour, the gardeners having gone 
home. Trixy thrust one hand through her father's 
arm, and clasped it with the other, lifting her young 
face saucily to the grave and handsome one with its 
crown of silver hair above her, 
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" What has my precious been doing with himself 
all the afternoon ? " 

Her tone had all the audacity of a spoilt child^ 
with the protective fondness of a nurse for her charge. 
This was the attitude generally assumed by Trixy 
towards her father ; §he petted him, fondled him, and 
devoted herself to his comfort. She was passionately 
attached to him, and her better self was always upper- 
most in his presence. Usually he responded in like 
manner ; to-night he answered more gravely. 

"I have been thinking, my maidie, what would 
happen if I, the owner of all these glass houses, went 
about throwing stones." 

"Why, of course, everybody knows what would 
happen at once," she laughed, "you sweet old darling; 
don't puzzle your dear head with questions of that 
sort. If you could throw stones — ^but you can't, you 
know — everybody would throw back again, and then 
smash would go all these lovely glass houses." 

They were standing in the doorway of the large 
conservatory, and Trixy threw back her glance, as she 
spoke, over her father's shoulder to where the palm 
spread its wide branches high up under the glass roof, 
and the crimson and white and purple blossoms were 
massed against a background of green ferns. Before 
them was the glass passage-way, which led with a 
curve from the large conservatory to the fruit and 
nursery houses. Its roof was arched, and covered 
with a lovely passion-creeper; orange trees in tubs, 
B2 
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and gorgeous exotics, lined the sides, interspersed with 
plants of curious foliage. This passage terminated 
with folding doors of looking-glass, which made it 
appear to be continued indefinitely. 

'* You do not think it would be a wise proceeding, 
then, on my part, Trixy ? " 

Was he laughing at her? She threw up a quick 
glance to ascertain. Was he teasing her, as he some- 
times loved to do? No, his face was perfectly serious, 
and a little anxious to boot She responded serio- 
comically — 

" Very unwise, I should say. People who live in 
glass houses ought Ttever^ under any circumstances, to 
throw stones, you know." 

" Is that your candid opinion, Trixy ? Or are you 
merely repeating a trite proverbialism ? " 

" It must be true if it is a proverb, and, of course, 
I believe it" 

"But it means much more than actual glass 
houses, and actual stones/' 

" Y— e— s," dubiously. 

"You would, in one sense, be living in a glass 
house if you had possessions that other people had 
not, especially if those possessions were as fragile and 
liable to be broken as glass ! " 

Trixy knitted her brows in her endeavour to 
follow his metaphor. 

" Yes, father, I understand." 

"And you would be throwing stones if, on the 



Living in Glass Houses. 21 

strength of those possessions, you took occasion to 
give yourself airs, and reproach others with the lack 
of them ? " 

There was a flush on Trixy's brow, and a world 
of inquiry in the eyes she lifted with a startled glance 
to his face. 

" You agree with me, my maidie ? " 

"Yes, father." 

" Then what did my little girl, who also lives in 
a glass house, mean by throwing ugly stones at her 
less fortunate companions this afternoon ? " 

Trixy came to a standstill, with the crimson flood- 
ing brow and .neck, and a look of shame in her 
eyes. 

" How did you know ? " was all she said, in low 
tones, as unlike those which had answered Helen 
Adderley that afternoon as any tones could be. 

" You caught me napping in the double garden- 
house, and awoke me with your stone-throwing." 

He drew her hand again through his arm, and led 
her onwards. 

Their stroll was a longer one than usual, through 
the moist warm air of the houses, and out into the 
shrubberies, till the moon's silver boat sank low in 
the purple skies. 

When Trixy went to her room that night, she 
read through, carefully, as her father had advised her, 
the first ten verses of the 12th chapter of St. Paul's 
Second Epistle to the Corinthians ; and I think she 
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gained the first glimmering conception of the truth 
which after-experiences forced upon her acceptance, 
that the only merit we can claim lies in the right use 
of the talents with which we have been entrusted ; 
that the mere possession of riches, or skill, or beauty, 
is in itself nothing, although it often commands 
much. 



CHAPTER II. 

SCHOOLFELLOWS. 

When Trixy knew of her father's decision, her first 
sensation was one of pleasure. To the young 
changes of any kind almost are delightful. It is not 
until we are beginning to get old that we like to walk 
in familiar grooves. It makes such a difference 
whether our shadows fall behind or before us. 

The school which Aunt Mildred had recom- 
mended was at Lausanne. Two sisters, Miles. Julie 
and Marie Miiller, took only a limited number of 
pupils, therefore the training and attention each 
received were supposed to be particularly good. 

Trixy was greatly elated, as what girl would not 
be, at the thought of seeing the mountains and the 
lakes of Switzerland, and it was not until the last days 
at home came that a sense of pain deadened these 
bright anticipations. In the first flush of them, and 
the whirl of excitement that attended the purchase 
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and making up of new frocks, and all the little 
comforts and conveniences considered necessary, 
Trixy had overlooked the fact that she would have to 
say good-bye to father and mother. But when the 
last days came, this was all she remembered. She 
clung to her father with a pathetic touch that seemed 
to say, " Must I go ? You will never be able to do 
without me." 

Fortunately, there was very little time for the 
indulgence of regfrets ; everybody was swept into the 
whirl of needful preparations, and emotions got but a 
very small chance to show themselves. Mile. Marie 
Muller would be in London at the end of the month 
to receive her English pupils, and so Trixy must be 
ready to join her there on the twenty-eighth. 

Trixy was up very shortly after the sun on that 
last morning at home. She visited her pets in the 
stable, and shed some tears on the manes of the long- 
tailed white ponies she loved to ride and drive, while 
they, indifferent to her misery, consumed the pocket- 
ful of raisins she had provided as a farewell feast. 
She visited the cows and the poultry, and even 
regarded the pigs, which she usually disliked and 
avoided, with a sentiment of affection. She stole 
through the shrubberies, and peeped into the garden- 
houses, which used to be the castles of her childish 
plays, and finally brought such a pale, woe-begone 
little face into the breakfast-table that her mother 
said — 
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" Trixy must go and He down after breakfast until 
it is time to start." 

"Oh, no, I could not sleep a wink," Trixy 
answered, quickly. 

" Still, you will do as I wish, dear," said the quiet 
tones the child knew she could not gainsay. She 
sent an appealing glance on to her father, but his 
grave eyes were fixed upon his plate as though he 
did not hear. 

Breakfast ended, two hands came down upon 
Trixy's shoulders, and Miss Loddington said, 

" Now come with me, dear." 

Ten minutes later Trixy was lying on her own 
little bed with the coverlet thrown over her. Left 
alone, she sobbed herself into a state of quietness, and 
then, contrary to all her expectations, fell fast 
asleep. 

It was past mid-day when Miss Loddington came 
softly into the room and awakened her with a kiss. 
Trixy started up, suddenly aroused from a dream 
in which she had seen the snow mountains and lost 
all the pain of leave-taking. 

" Time to get ready, dear," said Miss Loddington, 
cheerfully. 

Then came a flurried dressing and descent to the 
hall where maids were hurrying to-and-fro, and the 
carriage was at the door being laden with Trixy's 
luggage, and rugs for the night journey. Lunch was 
going on in the dining-room. 
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"Now, my darling," was her mother's greeting, 
and Trixy's plate was heaped with good things which 
she endeavoured to please her parents by eating ; but 
every little bit of bravery was gone out of her, and 
she seemed to be moving and speaking in a dream. 

It was better when the first parting was over, and 
she had her father all to herself in the railway 
carriage, and they were being whirled along at express 
speed to town. I need not repeat all the loving in- 
junctions he laid upon her, to be a good girl, to write 
often, and to profit by the advantages she would have. 
All little girls who read this, and who have loving 
parents from whom they must have gone away for 
a while at some time or other, can imagine such last 
words for themselves. 

All too quickly these last hours fled, their final meal 
was partaken together at a great London hotel, and 
then a cab conveyed them to Victoria Station. Here 
they were met by Mile. Miiller, a tall, strong, capable- 
looking woman, graceful in figure, with a somewhat 
large and prominent nose that forced itself upon your 
notice at once. 

" Looks both capable and kind," was the verdict 
of Trixy's father, and he felt reassured that he had 
done well in following his sister Mildred's advice. 
There were two young ladies of Trixy's age, or there- 
abouts, with her, and Trixy felt less ashamed of her 
own watery eyes when she saw the traces of recent 
tears on one of them. The other had a cold, proud. 
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and exquisitely pretty little face, which looked as 
though it had never been distorted by violent emotion 
of any kind. 

Trixy clung closely to her father whilst he talked 
with Mile. Miiller, giving her such directions and ex- 
planations as he thought necessary ; but the moments 
were very swift-winged now, and in a little time 
their carriage was chosen, their seats taken. She still 
clung to him after the others were seated, ready to 
cry out that she could not leave him. But the bell 
rang, and Trixy was lifted from the pavement, and 
given into kind outstretched arms, there was a shiver, 
then a shriek, a rattle, then a roar, and Trixy started 
up to find that the train was in motion, and she was 
alone amongst strangers. She sobbed afresh then, 
passionately and hysterically ; then, all at once, 
through the storm of her grief, she heard a thin, clear 
voice say, 

" What a vulgar display of emotion ! " 

The frigid, contemptuous tones diverted the current 
of her grief. She dashed the tears angrily from her 
eyes, and looked up to discover which of her new 
companions had dared to pass this criticism on her 
sorrow. 

The girl who looked as though she had cried, too, 
not long ago, was leaning in a corner of the carriage 
with her hat pushed back from her dark waving hair ; 
her eyes were closed, the lids still heavy, the lips 
tremulous. It could not be she who had spoken. 
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Mile. Miiller was searching through the pockets of 
her travelling bag, and seemed too intent upon what 
she was seeking to trouble herself about any one. 
There remained but the cold, pretty, passionless face 
of the other girl, who sat erect in her seat, and was 
gazing out of the window next her, without appearing 
to notice the whirling vortex of steeples and roofs which 
seemed to be dancing past them in fantastic motion. 
Trix/s gaze was turned towards her, and held by a 
sort of unpleasant fascination. What a contrast that 
girl presented to herself ! Her own gloves had been 
torn off and cast aside, her hat was all askew, her hair 
dishevelled, her eyes swollen, while this other girl was 
as dainty and perfect in her equipment as a French 
doll. The material of her travelling dress was inex- 
pensive, but it was very stylishly made, and fitted her 
slim little figure to perfection. 

Trixy felt some shame for her own untidy ap- 
pearance, and drew herself together, smoothed back 
her ruffled hair, set her hat straight, and pulled on her 
gloves. 

It is well that storms which devastate by their 
violence are brief in duration. Trixy's storm of 
grief had spent itself. The utter novelty of her situa- 
tion was beginning to turn the current of her thoughts. 
By this time Mile. Marie had found the note-book of 
which she had been in search, had made her entries 
therein, and returned it to its place ; then, seeing that 
Trixy was recovering herself, she began to turn her 
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attention to her pupils^ and make them known to each 
other. So Trixy soon discovered that the pretty, 
proud girl was called Nina Templeton, and that she 
was returning with Mile. Muller, having already made 
acquaintance with the school at Lausanne. The other 
was Victoria Earle, a new pupil like herself. 

"You will all be good friends, I hope," said Mile., 
speaking English with a very foreign accent, and 
slowly, as though each word needed consideration. 

Victoria sat upright when Mile, began her intro- 
ductions, and opened great dark eyes with a dull pain 
in them on the rest. Trixy's quick decision was, that 
she should like Victoria much better than Nina, Ac- 
quaintance did not advance very rapidly under these 
conditions, and in another minute or two all had 
subsided into their several corners, while the train 
rattled along and the evening darkened without. 

A night journey is alway a mysterious thing, and 
to Trixy it was doubly so, being her first experience. 
She fell asleep once or twice before they reached 
Dover, and woke up with a strange wild fear and 
wonder as to where she could be. The dim light, 
the oscillation of .the carriage, the night winds rushing 
through the darkness without, the strange faces about 
her, all helped to increase the sense of mystery. 

It was near midnight when they reached Dover, 
and were hurried with the crowd to the boat Mile. 
Miiller became anxious and excited for fear one of 
them should be swept from her side by the pressure 
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of the crowd. She made them cling to her gown 
and arms, and adjured them in voluble French, ex- 
citement driving the English from her tongue, not to 
let go. "Take care, my children, hold fast, and 
follow me." 

They reached the ladies* cabin breathless and 
laughing, and more sociably inclined towards each 
other than they had been yet So successfully had 
they buffeted their way through the crowd, that they 
were amongst the first of the arrivals in the cabin. 

Mile. Mijller attacked the stewardess at once con- 

« 

cerning the berths that had been engaged for herself 
and the young ladies. Trixy had thought much about 
crossing the Channel, and was disappointed that they 
obtained no glimpse of the sea in the darkness, but 
only heard it lapping against the sides of the vessel, 
and even this was only audible at intervals, through 
the multitudinous sounds which were heard on board. 
Still in darkness they landed in Calais, and Mile. 
Miiller gave a sigh of relief when they had once more 
taken their seats in the train. They reached Paris in 
the full sweet morning light, and as they drove along 
the Boulevards and through the streets, Trixy twinkled 
all the remaining sleep out of her eyes to peep forth 
through the windows of the omnibus, and try to recall 
some of the scenes of history connected with this 
"bloody and rebellious city," with which her mind 
was none too well stored. 

" We have the whole day to spend in Paris," said 
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Mile. " We will have breakfast at the restaurant of 
the Gare de Lyons, and then we will visit some of the 
places of interest You shall see N6tre Dame, and 
the Madeleine." 

" I would far rather visit the Tuileries, and drive 
in the Bois de Boulogne/' said Nina. 

" And I want to see the Louvre," said Victoria ; 
but Trixy, when appealed to, could not remember 
enough about the public buildings of Paris to make 
one more interesting than another, and so said she 
would be willing to go wherever the others wished. 

I should like to go into particulars of that long, 
happy day in the fairy city of the Seine; I should like 
to tell you how Nina gazed admiringly at the picture 
of her pretty self which the shop windows gave back 
as they passed ; how Victoria came out of her shell as 
they traversed the rooms and corridors of the Louvre, 
and aired little bits of information concerning the 
pictures and statues, just to show the rest that, 
although she had never been there before, she was 
quite familiar with the treasures of art it contained ; 
how Mile. Marie whispered to Trixy, " She is so 
clever, is Mile. Victoria ; " and how Trixy, out of the 
well-filled purse which the others envied her, bought 
photos of every place they visited with which she 
meant to enlighten the untravelled mind of her 
father ; and how they all ate chocolate, and fruit, and 
ices in the Rue Royale. And, finally, how tired they 
were when at last they took their seats in the train 
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for Switzerland, and prepared to make themselves 
comfortable for the night 

To Trixy it seemed that weeks had passed since 
she left home, and so rapidly had the acquaintance 
with her new companions ripened during the one 
eventful day, that she could scarcely believe that at 
this time yesterday she had not even seen them. 

So they rattled on once more through the starlit 
night, but the girls, tired out now, slept through the 
greater part of it Once Trixy opened her eyes 
dreamily to see the figure of a man filling the open 
carriage doorway, and started upright He smiled 
reassuringly, touched his banded cap, and withdrew. 

"It is M. le conducteur," came drowsily from 
Mile. Miiller's corner of the carriage; "don't be 
afraid." 

Then Trixy remembered to have heard how the 
conductor passes along outside of the carriages abroad 
while the train is in motion, and composed herself to 
sleep once more. 

They awoke the next morning in Switzerland. 
Mile. Miiller clasped her hands, and her eyes glowed 
as she apostrophised " Mon beau pays ! " and called 
the girls, who were new to the scenery that sur- 
rounded them, to look and admire. 

"You have nothing like it in your London, nothing 
to compare with our mountains whose heads touch 
the skies. Ah ! how sad, and dark, and foggy is your 
London ! so smoky, so dirty ," 
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" But, Mile." interposed Nina, who was a regular 
little Londoner, "we have parks crowded with car- 
riages, filled with beautifully-dressed people. When 
my aunt, Lady Gertrude Templeton, takes me to 
drive with her in Hyde Park in the season, I think 
there can be no grander sight" 

" Ah ! you are rich, very ; you have fine clothes, 
fine carriages, fine complexions, but give me my 
mountains." 

On Mile. Muller " my aunt. Lady Gertrude Tem- 
pleton," produced no impression whatever, but Nina 
glanced quickly round to see how the magic words 
impressed her companions. Victoria was not awed, 
but on Trixy the effect was all that could be desired. 
Poor little parvenue that she was, the fact that she 
was going to live in the same house with, and in the 
daily companionship of, a girl whose aunt was " my 
lady," and who drove in Hyde Park in just as 
matter-of-course a way as she was wont to take out 
Donna and Colin and trot them along the country 
roads at Harford, gave her the first little passing 
pang of inferiority she had as yet experienced. She 
took heart, however, when she compared the better 
material of her own travelling dress, new tweed cloak, 
and handsome bag with its toilet fittings, with the 
decidedly inferior equipment which Nina possessed. 
" Well/' she commented inwardly, " if she Aas got an 
aunt Lady Gertrude, I am sure her father is not so 
rich as mine is ! " 
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CHAPTER III. 

SQUARE DE GEORGETTE. 

The sun was blazing down upon the station at Ouchy 
when the train containing our travellers drew up to 
the platform. A little dark-haired woman, with 
quick, prominent dark eyes, was peering into the 
carriages as they passed her one by one. As Mile. 
Marie put her head out of the window, she made a 
dart forwards, her face beaming with satisfaction. In 
another instant, the train having barely come to a 
standstill, she was on the low step, and the sisters 
clasped hands through the windows. 

"So it is you, my sister!" was the little dark 
lady's greeting ; " I have been longing to see you." 

" I am delighted to be at home again," was the 
response of the taller and less impressive; "but we 
must let the young ladies get down." 

One by one they were handed out by Mile. Marie, 
and received with an effusive welcome by Mile. Julie. 
Then Mile. Marie cleared the carriage of all their 
wraps and small packages, and finally descended 
herself. The two women embraced and kissed each 
other, first on the right cheek and then on the left, 
after which Mile. Marie went to look after the 
luggage, and Mile. Julie called a commissionaire, who 
carried the parcels and bags to an omnibus in waiting, 
C 
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in which they all took their seats. It took some 
time to get all the trunks together and have them put 
on the omnibus, and in the meantime the sun blazed 
down with scorching heat on the closed vehicle, caus- 
ing much discomfort to the tired little travellers. 

Finally, Mile. Marie made her appearance, wiping 
her hot face ; the last trunk was hoisted to the roof, 
and the lumbering vehicle began slowly to toil along 
the white dusty road which leads upwards from the 
village of Ouchy, close by the lake, to the irregular 
plateau on which Lausanne stands. 

The Pensionnat des Demoiselles kept by Miles. 
Julie and Marie Miiller occupied the "troisiime dtage" 
of one of the large houses in the Square de Georgette. 
From the ground floor they mounted by the broad 
stone staircase, common to all the dwellers under 
that roof, to the third floor, where large folding doors 
shut off the whole flat which they occupied. 

Through the folding doors they passed into a long, 
broad corridor, the floor of which was light polished 
wood. The doors of the various rooms opened on 
either hand. The three to the right admitted you to 
the dormitories ; those on the left to the salle d*6tude, 
lavatory, &c., and kitchen. Beyond the third and 
largest domitory was M. Emil's room ; next to that 
the salon, and the door of this was the last to the 
right. Immediately facing you, as you walked down 
the corridor, were the double doors of the salle k 
manger ; and there was inner communication between 
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this and the salon by a sliding door. The floors of 
all the rooms were uncarpeted and of polished wood, 
and only in the salon were a few rugs laid down. To 
English girls, accustomed to covered floors, they had 
a strange appearance, not at all unpleasant in this hot 
summer weather. The rooms were all lofty and airy. 
I had almost forgotten to say that from the lavatory 
a small ladder staircase led to two attics, one used as 
a trunk and linen-room, the other was the bedroom 
of Mathilde, a woman of middle age, who had the 
charge of the domestic arrangements, and managed 
the whole with such help as she got from one or 
other of her mistresses. 

The household regime was, however, of a much 
more primitive kind than that to which we are accus- 
tomed in the same class in England. I will not say 
that either is best, nay, I think each adapted to the 
needs of the dwellers. In England we are more 
dependent upon the comforts of home, for our 
treacherous climate does not admit of the enjoyment 
of life out of doors so much as does the pure, bright 
atmosphere of so many continental regions. 

No. 2 dormitory was appropriated to the use of 
the English girls. It was a long-shaped room with 
folding glass doors at the end, opening on to a 
balcony in the front of the house, like all the rooms 
on this side of the corridor. In each of the four 
comers was a little bed draped with white dimity. 
By each bed stood a small stand on which was placed 

C2 
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a tiny ewer and basin ; and over the stand hung a 
looking-glass, making this limited accommodation 
serve the double purpose of dressing-table and wash- 
stand. Cupboards in the walls, with shelves, took the 
place of chests of drawers ; and on either side of the 
door in the corridor was a hanging wardrobe, each of 
which was shared by two of the girls. 

Nina tossed her cloak and hand-bag on to one of 
the beds, then her hat followed, impelled by a sudden 
contemptuous fling from the wearer, who threw herself 
into a chair. 

"Back again in this hateful hole!" she ex- 
claimed. 

Mile. Marie followed them into the room, and was 
only just too late to hear Nina's petulant declaration. 
She drew down the cord which lifted the Venetian 
blind, and let in the air and sunshine. 

" Come to the salle k manger when the bell rings, 
young ladies," she said ; " Mile. Nina will show you 
the way." She left them then. 

Trixy had caught a glimpse through the uncovered 
window that drew her, forgetful of everything else 
for the moment, on to the balcony. 

" Oh, how lovely ! " she cried, and her exclamation 
drew Victoria immediately after her. 

Trixy felt the beauty of the scene, Victoria ad- 
mired it from an intellectual point of view, but the 
two girls were equally surprised and delighted. Nina 
was studying her own tired, cross face in the looking- 
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glass ; its beauty had far more interest for her than the 
loveliness of Nature's face. 

From the height at which they were, they could 
look over the roofs of the houses on the slope beyond 
the white road up which the horses had toiled with 
them so lately, to where the waters of Lac Leman 
flashed green in the sunlight, and the girdling 
heights* of the Savoy Alps were outlined faintly 
against the clear pale blue of the distant sky. A 
little boat, with sails like the wings of a bird, 
skimmed along in the sunshine, then was lost in the 
shadow. 

" Did you think it would be so beautiful ? " asked 
Trixy, looking up with sparkling eyes into her com- 
panion's face. 

" I did not think we should get such a good view 
of the lake from our own room. Of course I know 
Lac Leman very well from pictures, and from reading 
descriptions. Everybody is familiar with the Lake of 
Geneva, I should think. I have a photograph of 
Chillon." 

« Chillon ! what is Chillon ? " 

" O, don't you know ? " said Victoria, with alacrity, 
delighted, if the truth must be told, to find any one 
ignorant enough to appreciate her store of information. 
'' It was a castle and fortress, used as a prison, built 
quite out into the lake at that end," waving her hand 
to the left. " There was one prisoner especially who 
was confined there, named Bonivard. Why, Byron 
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wrote a poem about him, called *The Prisoner of 
Chillon/ You must have heard that." 

" No," said Trixy, humbly, "I have not learnt very 
much. I know that there was once a poet called Lord 
Byron, but that is* all I know." 

" He was a wicked man, but he wrote beautiful 
poetry," said Victoria, dogmatically. "Mother will 
not let me read it She says no one ought to until they 
are enough grown up to understand what is true and 
what is false in it ; but I know Chillon, and Waterloo, 
and a few other pieces. This is the description of 
Chillon : — 

' Lake Leman lies by Chillon's walls : 
A thousand feet in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow ; 
Thus much the fathom-line was sent 
From Chillon's snow-white battlement, 

Which round about the wave enthralls : 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made — ^and like a living grave. 

Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay, 
We heard it ripple night and day ; 

Sounding o'er our heads it knock'd ; 
And I have felt the winter spray 
Wash through the bars when winds were high, 
And wanton in the happy sky ; 

And then the very rock hath rocked, 

And I have felt it shake, unshock'd. 
Because I could have smiled to see 
The death that would have set me free.' 

Mother read some of Shelley's letters from Geneva to 
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me^ too, and they are all about the lake; and she 
copied some bits of description from Rousseau's ' La 
Nouvelle H^loise' for me, but that is another book 
that I am not to read yet" 

I can hardly tell you how this little display of 
learning impressed Trixy. She opened new and 
wondering eyes upon Victoria. She wished Helen 
Adderley could know just what sort of companions 
she had to associate with now. But how ignorant she 
herself felt by the side of this other girl ! Now she 
could understand what her father meant when he said 
money was not everything. 

At that moment the bell rang which summoned 
them to breakfast in the salle k manger, and she and 
Victoria had to hasten in and put off their hats and 
capes. 



CHAPTER IV. 

HOME-SICK. 

To Trixy, and I have no doubt to the other girls also, 
coming straight from the comforts and luxuries of their 
own homes, that first meal in the Swiss pensionnat 
was a trial. Tired from their journey and the heat of 
the weather, with appetites that craved only some 
such delicate refreshment as that to which they were 
accustomed, the .table of boards arranged in the form 
of a horse-shoe, and covered with white oil-cloth 
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instead of damask napery, seemed comfortless indeed. 
Then there was only coffee au /ait, no tea ; and thick 
slices of brown bread, that left an acid t^ste in the 
mouth, thinly scratched with butter. Trixy left hers 
uneaten, little thinking how eagerly, in the days to 
come, she would consume slice after slice of that same 
fermented bread, and think that none more delicious 
was ever made, when the keen mountain air had done 
its work and put an edge on her appetite. There 
were some little white rolls on the table, too, more in 
accordance with her English taste, but with these she 
found she was not expected to eat butter; she was 
reconciled to this, however, when plentifully helped to 
some deliciously clear, crystal honey, from a little 
hive-shaped jar. 

After breakfast, which was only partaken of by 
the travellers, the trunks were unpacked under the 
supervision of each little owner, and the contents 
neatly disposed of in cupboard and wardrobe. Then 
came the early mid-day dinner of soup, meat with 
vegetables, followed by stewed fruits. This over, 
Mile. Julie insisted that all the travellers should go 
and lie down, each on her own bed, till the tea-supper 
which was always served at half-past six o'clock. 

The next three days were wholly delightful ones, 
and Trixy wrote home glowing accounts to her 
parents, both of the journey and of the school. 

Mile. Marie had hurried back with her English 
pupils three days before the one fixed for the re- 
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opening of the school, and the return of M. Emil 
from his holiday visit, so that for that space of time 
the household consisted of the two governesses only 
and their three English pupils. The sisters being 
much engaged in the house in preparations for the 
coming term, a cousin of theirs, a widow lady of in- 
dependent means living in Lausanne, by name 
Madame Bernini, kindly undertook to show the 
English girls something of the neighbourhood, and 
to make them a little familiar with their new home 
and its surroundings. She was a little, plump, merry- 
hearted woman, whose goodnature was untiring, and 
it seemed to afford her quite as much pleasure to 
make long walking or steamboat excursions as it did 
the girls to accompany her. 

It was in this way that Trixy first learnt to know 
quaint old Lausanne and its narrow, hilly streets, 
rising or falling in all directions, its bridges and 
ravines ; its shops, its mus^e, and cathedral. 

It is astonishing how indefatigable Madame Ber- 
nini was, considering her age and circumference. She 
would climb the hills above Lausanne as lightly and 
successfully as any of her young companions ; while 
at a long stretch she could tire them all out. 

" She is so young, my cousin, Elise Bernini," said 
Mile. Marie, who was much more ponderous and slow 
in her movements. 

*' Is she not as old as she looks ? " asked Trixy. 

*' Ah, Mile. Trixy, you take my words too literally ; 
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it is young in spirit I mean. But perhaps she has 
not so many years as you think ; she cannot count 
more than fifty." 

But fifty seems many to one who has not yet at- 
tained to the dignity of fifteen. 

The last of these three happy days came, and on 
this it had been arranged that Madame Bernini should 
take her young friends to the early Saturday market 
in the streets of Lausanne. This market is held 
three times a week, but it is larger on Saturday 
than any other day. She was to call for them in the 
Square de Georgette at half-past seven in the morn- 
ing, so that they might see the market just when it 
was at its best ; and afterwards they were to go on to 
the signal on a plateau of the hills above the town, 
from which there is a view which has become im- 
mortalised by the commendations of Lord Byron and 
others. 

Breakfast at the pensionnat consisted of rolls, 
brown bread and butter, and cafi au lait. It was 
always on the table in the salle k manger by seven 
o'clock ; and after all had broken their fast in this 
frugal way, a portion of Scripture was read by Mile, 
Julie in the absence of M. Emil, and a prayer was 
said. 

Hardly was the prayer finished this morning than 
the bell of the commissionaire was heard ringing. 
This was understood as an announcement that 
Madame Bernini was in the bureau below. 
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"Now, children, you can all go," was Mile. 
Julie's form of dismissal. 

Then there was a rush for hats and sunshades, 
and Victoria and Trixy went helter-skelter down the 
stone stairs, in mad haste and friendly rivalry to 
reach the bottom and be the first to give Madame 
" le bon jour." 

Nina descended more leisurely ; she had often 
been told that nothing spoilt the complexion so much 
as undue haste in hot weather. 

It is only a few years ago since my experience 
with regard to market-day in Lausanne was the same 
as Trix/s own, and I can recall the quaint and pretty 
scene vividly now, as it burst upon me for the first 
time in all its picturesqueness and novelty. 

It was from the crest of the steep Rue St. Francois 
that the first glimpse of the market was obtained. 
All the streets given up to it were closed by a barrier 
placed at the entrance against vehicles of any descrip- 
tion. Madame Bernini and her charges had crossed 
the Place St. Frangois, and paused for a minute at 
the- barrier that shut off the street of the same name. 
From this point the narrow stony street makes an 
abrupt descent, and then as abruptly rises on the 
opposite steep, where it loses itself in the Place du 
Pont. A narrow footway in the middle only is pre- 
served, and on either hand it is lined with large flat 
baskets holding the vegetable produce of the 
numerous market-women, who sit in the midst of 
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their groups of baskets, either busily plying their 
knitting-needles and waiting for customers, or eagerly 
soliciting purchasers. Some wear low-crowned, broad- 
brimmed straw hats; others have only the clear- 
starched white muslin cap, but all have complexions 
tanned to the hue of leather. 

In that bright, sun-illumined atmosphere the 
colours of the vegetables, fruit, and flowers are so 
rich that a stranger to the scene cannot fail to be 
filled with admiration. There are baskets piled high 
with golden melons, ruby-skinned tomatoes, plums 
and grapes with a lovely purple bloom on them, pale 
green cabbages, brick-coloured carrots, ivory-hued 
turnips scrubbed to a nicety of cleanliness, baskets 
of shelled beans, whose delicate opaline tints are 
extremely pretty, wild red strawberries from the hills, 
interspersed with huge bouquets of cut flowers, and 
flowering plants in pots. 

Trixy has her purse in her hand ; she is sorry for 
Miles. Julie and Marie, who are left at home darning 
sheets and putting up curtains, and thinks she would 
like to carry to them a small basket of fruit. Madame 
Bernini partly guesses her intention, and motions to 
her to restore her purse to her pocket for the 
present. 

" Pas encore. Mile., pas encore." 

French, as it is spoken is very incomprehensible to 
Trixy at present ; indeed, her knowledge of the 
language at the best is but limited ; but she does 
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comprehend the movement that accompanies the 
words. Nevertheless, Nina undertakes to make it 
clearer. 

" Madame Bernini means, if you want to buy any- 
thing don't buy it yet ; we have not nearly come to 
the best part of the market ; this is only the begin- 
ning." 

They pass on down the street and climb the stiff 
ascent, turning a deaf ear to all the clamorous 
tongues that solicit their custom. So they reach the 
Place du Pont, where a busier scene still greets their 
view, for here are stalls as well as baskets, and the 
brilliant sunshine blazes down enveloping the whole 
in a mellow golden light. They cross the open space 
and enter the Rue du Pont, which ascends steeply into 
the Place de la Palud, where the scene gains ad- 
ditional and even more picturesque effect from the 
frescoed front of the curious old H6tel de Ville, and 
the glimpses of the cathedral to be obtained through 
an opening in the angles of two streets where, em- 
bowered in green, it rises above the roofs of the 
houses. Everywhere the market is continued, until, 
passing along the Rue de la Madeleine, it comes to its 
height in the great Place de la Riponne, which is 
filled with stalls, and where almost every necessary 
of life is to be purchased in addition to the fruits, 
vegetables, and flowers — dairy produce and meat, 
knitted stockings and frills, mutchesj drapery, and 
shoes. 
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Madame Bernini knows what will most interest 
her charges, and she leads them to a stall where a 
confiseuse in a white-bibbed apron and white-frilled 
cap is frying curious little cakes of batter in the form 
of collarettes, which she piles high on a dish and 
sprinkles with finely-powdered white sugar. There is 
a constant demand for them almost as fast as she 
can fry them. They must see the process of making 
them, says Madame Bernini, and so they watch the 
confiseuse who wields her iron spatula with such 
dexterity. By her side is a large bowl of batter, and, 
immediately in front of her, a deep pan of boiling 
fat kept up to the proper heat by a brazier of live 
charcoal placed underneath. Into the batter first 
goes the broad end of the spatula, then into the boil- 
ing fat. Timing its immersion to a nicety, and with 
an exactness nothing but a great amount of practice 
can have taught her, she lifts the spatula finally, and 
a brown, crinkly, crisp collarette of fried batter drops 
from the end of it, to be sugared and placed along 
with its fellows. 

So they pass on from stall to stall, interested and 
happy spectators of a scene utterly novel to two at least 
of the little party. Seeing the others engaged at a 
stall where trinkets and toys are disposed for sale, 
Trixy bethinks her of her intended purchase, and is 
fired with the ambition to conduct it all alone. She 
slips aside to a fruit stalls selects one of the little 
handled baskets, and piles it up with fruit, cherriesi 



plums, pears, the stallkeeper looking smilingly on the 
while, for of course she detects at once the nationality 
of " la petite demoiselle." When the basket will hold 
no more, Trixy lifts it in one hand, her purse is in the 
other, and bravely, and in all good faith, makes use of 
such French as she can muster :— 

" Combien est le prix ? " 

The woman grins, for Trixy's accent is as English 
as her mode of expression, and both are Greek to the 
saleswoman, but the purse in Mlle/s hand gives her 
the necessary clue. She runs over the contents of the 
basket, cinq centimes, dix centimes, &c., and finally 
values the whole, basket included, at three francs. 
Trixy has the remainder of the sovereign changed for 
her in Paris, and readily counts out the three French 
coins into the woman's hand. She is profuse in her 
thanks, and well she may be, for she has only charged 
Trixy nearly double what she would have done a more 
experienced customer. 

Utterly innocent of any imposition, and proud of 
her quickly-acquired independence in a strange land, 
inwardly wishing that her father could see her now, 
Trixy returns to her companions. 

When they all get back to the Square de Georg- 
ette, Trixy's little surprise offering is received 
with voluble thanks by Miles. Julie and Marie; it 
pleases them greatly that she should have thought 
of them. 

Victoria remarks in private to Nina :— 
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''She's as ignorant as she can be, but I believe 
she's good-natured." 

" Can't you see that she is trsdng to buy her way 
into their good books ? '* says Nina, haughtily. " Such 
a display of means is the worst possible taste, when 
her people are just nobodies." 

Had she been Lady Clara Vere de Vere, and the 
daughter of a hundred earls rolled into one, Nina 
could not have looked and felt more contemptu- 
ous. 

The third floor of the house in the Square de 
Georgette is all alive in the afternoon, for there are 
five new arrivals; many feet rush to-and-fro, and 
many tongues chatter fast in the language that, so 
spoken, is quite beyond Trixy's comprehension. The 
Swiss and German pupils arrive first, and M. Emil 
is hourly expected. There are two German girls 
from Darmstadt, a Swiss Pasteur's daughter from the 
mountains, and another little Swiss girl whose parents 
are in India. 

It is only natural that the new comers should 
absorb the attention of Miles. Julie and Marie. Nina 
queens it amongst these familiar school-companions ; 
and even Victoria, who speaks French scarcely less 
fluently than Nina, is making rapid progress towards 
acquaintanceship, but Trixy draws a little apart, 
feeling an unusual and very uncomfortable amount of 
shy constraint upon her. She wishes they would 
talk more slowly. If one familiar word falls upon 
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her ear, it is lost in a volley of others before she can 
attach a meaning to it. 

Presently, Mile. Julie comes into the salon and 
briskly announces the fact that Madame Bernini is 
going to take the English young ladies to the concert 
in the gardens at the Beau Rivage, at Ouchy, after 
supper in the evening. 

" You may all go with her," she adds, " if you will 
only be quick in getting your things unpacked and 
arranged for to-morrow." 

These Swiss and German girls have no awe of 
Mile. Julie ; they hang about her, and even embrace 
her, as a whole chorus of "merci, biens" falls on Trixy's 
ears. 

" You must come with us," says Nina to Gertrude 
Hechtenberg, the elder of the two sisters from Darm- 
stadt ; " I will come and help you to unpack." 

" And I too," says Victoria to Marie Oberthur, the 
daughter of the pasteur, and so they all troop away ; 
the patter of their heeled shoes is heard down the 
corridor, the door of the large dormitory is shut, then 
all is still. 

Trixy is left alone in the salon with her book on 
her lap. The bopk has been only a pretence ; she has 
not read one word. She does not read now, but she 
looks across the pages through the window to where 
the long range of mountains is catching the rosy 
gleam of the afternoon sunlight, and some way the 
thought comes into her mind that at this time last 
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Saturday she was in her father's garden at Allandale, 
and now, what a long, long distance she is away! 
Perhaps just now her father is walking there and 
thinking of his " wee maidie." Oh, how he must want 
her ! and here she is nothing to nobody, so she thinks 
just now, for her heart is aching with that greatest 
loneliness of all, the being by oneself in the midst of a 
number. She feels a curious tightness and pain, a 
longing she cannot explain, a sudden desire to rush 
away somewhere and cry all to herself In reality, it 
is the first touch of home-sickness, although Trixy 
herself cannot give it a name. The wonder is, not 
that it has attacked her at last, but that it has not 
come before ; the utter novelty of this great change 
in her life has prevented her feeling it as long as she 
was interested and amused, but she is sure to feel it 
more and more as the novelty ceases, and excitement 
subsides. 

Her best, her only chance, indeed, of being alone, 
she knows, is to remain where she is, for bells are 
ringing, feet are passing to and fro, and everybody 
seems interested and occupied but herself. Presently 
she hears voices in the salle k manger, and a curious 
stump, stump across the floor. One voice is deep 
and. strong, that of a man evidently. Then she 
recollects that M. Emil is expected this after- 
noon ; it must surely be he. She shrinks further 
back into the shadow, of the window shutters, and 
thinks more longingly of the sunny garden at 
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home, where she was never overlooked as she has 
been here. 

Suddenly two hands thrust back the sliding door 
which communicates with the salle k manger, and 
that funny "stump, stump" is heard crossing the 
polished floor of the salon. Curiosity makes her turn 
her head A man is approaching the window where 
she sits, and the sound that has startled her comes 
from something peculiar in his walk. Naturally her 
eyes fall to his feet at once. Feet ! there is but one ; 
the place of the other is filled by a round wooden leg. 
Compassion and dismay cause her to lift her eyes to 
his face, just as he perceives and acknowledges her 
presence with a low bow, which, some way, seems to 
soothe Trixy's perturbed spirit 

" So you are alone. Mile. ? " he said in French. 

Trixy shakes her head, and then looks up with a 
timid, pleading glance. 

" Can you speak English, Monsieur ? " 

" Not one word. Mile., not one word." But there is 
a little kind twinkle in his brown eyes that makes the 
little girl think he only says this because he thinks 
she ought to speak French. 

" If I speak you in your tongue, you will at me 
laugh," he says, and his eyes are fairly dancing, so 
that Trixy cannot help laughing too, for it seems so 
funny to hear a broad-shouldered, bearded man of 
middle age speak in broken English. 

" We will soon teach you to speak French," he con- 
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tinues, speaking that language himself now, but slowly, 
giving her time to follow him, "and you must try 
much, use every word that you can, so that we may 
correct you. If I speak to you in English, you will 
never learn to speak to me in French." 

Just then the supper bell rings, and M. Emil — for 
Trixy knows, of course, that it can be none other 
than he — turns in the direction of the salle k manger. 

« We must go. Mile." 

Trixy lays aside her book and accompanies him, 
rejoicing inwardly that she has made the acquaintance 
of M. Emil in this informal way, and found him so 
nice. 

As Trixy and her companion enter the salle k 
manger through the sliding door, they meet all the 
girls flocking in from the corridor through the other. 
There are great exclamations of " M. Emil is come ! '' 
and they surround him at once with eager hand- 
shaking and inquiries as to how he has enjoyed his 
holidays. Mile. Marie regards him with pride, and 
Mile. Julie affectionately pats him on the shoulder ; 
it is evident that he is much esteemed in the house- 
hold. 

It takes them full ten minutes to subside and 
arrange themselves at the supper-table, and Madame 
Bernini arrives before the meal is half over. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ANGELIQUE. 

Trixy S idea of a concert was hardly fulfilled ; still 
the evening would have been a pleasant one but for 
one or two things. They went to Ouchy, a 
distance of about a mile and a half, and the girls 
walked two and two, Annchen Hechtenberg being the 
one chosen to walk with Madame Bernini. Nina and 
Gertrude walked together in front, then Marie 
Oberthur with Victoria. Esther was Trixy's com- 
panion, and Esther knew no English, and Trixy was 
too timid, or too much afraid of being laughed at, to 
venture any French, so they went on in silence. 

A band played on three evenings in the week in 
the gardens belonging to the large hotel at Ouchy, 
and these gardens were open to the public whenever 
the band played. They were tastefully laid out on 
the shores of the lake, with winding walks amongst 
the trees, and grassy lawns and terraces, with benches 
and chairs where you might sit and listen to the 
music, or watch the boats plying here and there over 
the glassy-green waters, or the shadows creeping 
down the mountains, or the stars twinkling about 
their summits. 

Trixy would have liked to ask a hundred ques- 
tions about one thing and another, but Nina was 
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absorbed in Gertrude's chatter, and Victoria, even if 
she could have secured her companionship, was no 
wiser than herself. So Trixy-felt a little put out, and 
would not try to comprehend the few little remarks 
that Esther ventured upon. She thought that things 
might have been better arranged, that a little more 
consideration for her might have been shown. Every- 
body knew she could not" speak French ; why was not 
Nina told to walk with her, instead of being allowed 
to choose her own companionship ? Nina might have 
helped her greatly ; but it never occurred to Trixy that 
she could have won Nina's good offices, or taken any 
advantage of the position in which she found herself. 
Victoria was a new girl like herself, yet she was 
making headway unassisted amongst her new 
companions. 

Nina and Gertrude had been talking over the fresh 
pupils, and just before they entered the gardens of 
the Beau Rivage Gertrude said — 

"I expect I shall like Victoria — she is amusing; 
but the other girl, Esther's companion, I know I shall 
not care for in the least — she looks so glum and 
sulky." 

" Oh, she can talk fast enough when she likes, but 
she doesn't know much French, and she is afraid to 
bring out the little she does know." 

" I'll try if I can make her speak, if that is all 
that's the matter with her," said the good-natured 
German girl. 
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" Very well, if you prefer her company to mine^ 
you had better go to her at once ; but you'll need a 
phrase book ; if you speak she won't understand a 
word." 

"Liebchen," and Gertrude pressed closer to the 
friend whose pretty face had a great charm for her, 
" thou hast my heart, but if I could make her look Ifess 
miserable I would." 

Madame Bernini gathered them all about her when 
they entered the gardens, requesting them on no ac- 
count to stray from her side. She was very kind in 
considering, as far as she could, the various tastes of 
her charges, at the same time she was responsible to 
her cousins for their safety, and felt it necessary to 
lay certain restrictions upon them. To please one 
they wandered along the path by the lake, and to 
please another they plunged in amongst the cool 
shadows of the trees, and then they seated themselves 
close under the high terrace where the band was 
stationed, and watched the people, visitors staying in 
the hotel, and others, who sat in groups, or strolled 
hither and thither. The sky had changed from violet 
to indigo, plentifully besprinkled with stars, when 
Madame Bernini gave the signal for return. Just 
then Trixy felt a soft, plump little hand laid on hers. 

" I will walk with you. I speak Engleesh leetle, 
you speak French also leetle. I speak my leetle 
Engleesh, if you speak your leetle French, so we shall 
become compagnons," 
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Trixy was a little elated that Nina's great friend, 
Gertrude Hechtenberg, should desire her acquaint- 
ance. 

"Je vous remercie, Mile./' began Trixy, and 
Gertrude brought her two palms together. 

" Comme, c'est bon," she said, encouragingly ; " you 
will soon speak, if you haf not fear ; but my name is 
Gertrude ; call me Gertrude." 

" Quel strange nom ! " 

" Oh," said Gertrude, biting her lips to keep from 
laughing, " you must not say that," and she gave her 
the correct French. " You think it a strange name, 
but it is your English ' Gertrood,' Nina says you call 
it, only in Germany we say * Gertroida.' We speak so 
much German here in the pensionnat, that I and my 
little sister are always 'Gertroida' and 'Annchen.* 
You would say little Ann, or Annie, but we just say 
Annchen, and it means the same. And your name, 
what is it they call you, Treexee ? " 

" It is really Beatrice, you know, but Trixy is the 
pet name, and I like it the best." 

"But you must speak French, and that is all 
English, every word of it I think I shall like you, 
Treexee.^' 

" Je suis bien aise." 

"You mean, I am glad of it, and you must say 
J'en suis, not Je suis." 

Trixy was quite ready to kugh this time, and to 
bear being corrected without colouring up furiously. 
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So they talked until the ice was quite broken 
between them, and by the time they reached Square 
de Georgette, Trixy had a whole repertoire of common 
phrases at the tip of her tongue, and began to think 
she should soon be able to speak French as well as 
Nina. 

" I suppose," said Victoria, as they were un- 
dressing in their dormitory that night, "that, as 
neither of the Swiss nor German girls has been 
put in here, we are going to have this room to our- 
selves/' 

" What are you saying ? " asked Nina, who, busy 
twisting the pins into her hair that would make it 
crinkly on the morrow, which she thought so be- 
coming, had missed the first part of this sentence. 

" I suppose the bed in the fourth corner is going 
to remain unoccupied } " reiterated Victoria. 

"What are you talking about.? That bed is 
Angelique's." 

" Who on earth is Angelique > " 

Trixy, sitting up in her bed, endorsed Victoria's 
question with her eyes. 

Nina turned round from the glass, curling-pins in 
hand, and regarded them both in silent surprise for an 
instant. Then she turned back sharply to the glass 
again. 

" I forgot you were both strangers. Angelique is 
Angelique, and if you want to know more about her 
you can wait." 
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"AU I can say is, I hope she will not be like 
either of those Hechtenbergs," said Victoria. "The 
one is as stupid as she can be, and the other seems 
to think just because she happened to be bom in 
Germany, she is wiser than the rest of the world. 
We don^t think so much of Bismarck in England, and 
so I told her." 

" Oh, Vic ! " came from Trixy's pillow, but Nina 
turned round with fury. 

"Gertrude Hechtenberg is my friend, and she's 
worth twenty-one and a half of some people I could 
name, who think tliey know everything just because 
they've picked up a smattering of things from hear- 
ing other folks talk." 

"I heard Gertrude flattering you and trying to 
make you believe you are beautiful, and that is why 
you like her," responded Victoria. 

" Oh, Vic ! " came again from Trixy's comer, 
" there is much more to like Gertrude for than that.'* 

Nina was as loth to have her friend's part taken 
by another as she was to have her attacked. She 
tumed upon Trixy now. 

" Don't you flatter yourself that Gertmde walked 
and talked with you to-night out of anything but 
charity. She has far too much good taste to ad- 
mire any one with such a turned-up snub nose as 
yours." 

Trixy subsided under the bedclothes, and her 
hand went up to the abused member surreptitiously. 
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Without doubt, as stated at the beginning of this 
story, the central feature of Trixy's face had an 
upward tendency. This stone flung by Nina hit hard. 
Not that Trixy was vain — I do not think vanity was 
one of her faults — but she had a girl's natural wish to 
look nice, and by the same rule of contraries that 
makes so many of us desire to possess the thing we 
have not, she wished Nature had had the kindness to 
turn her nose down instead of up. As she lay there 
doubled up under the bedclothes, the pain of the 
afternoon came back to her, and home, with all the 
loving tendernesses that surrounded her there, rose up 
before her with such a strength of attraction as she 
had never dreamed it could possess. 

On the Monday the routine of school began in 
earnest; the succession of classes, and lessons, and 
meals, and recreation, by which each day was regu- 
lated as by clockwork. Victoria Earle and Trixy, 
the only new pupils, were subjected to a rigorous 
examination in all the various studies to be pursued, 
to determine their respective places in the classes. 
Victoria came out with flying colours, and received a 
few words of strong commendation from M. Emil, 
which he qualified somewhat when he saw the intoxi- 
cating eflect his words had upon her. Trixy had to 
take quite a low place with Annchen and Esther, 
girls several years younger and smaller than herself. 
But M. Emil made this necessity as little humi- 
liating as it could be, by reason of the encouraging 
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words that accompanied the decision, purposely de- 
claring, in the presence of the whole school, that it 
was not through any fault of hers, but only because 
she had not had the same advantages that the others 
had had. He felt quite sure that she would soon, by 
industry and jjerseverance, surmount the difficulties 
which lay before her, and he trusted that such help 
and consideration as it was in the power of the others 
to give she would not lack. 

The effect of Victoria's success, and the praise it 
had won from.M. Emil, was to give her at once a 
footing in the school, and lift her above the disad- 
vantages under which a new-comer generally labours. 
She was already on a par with the oldest and best 
pupils, and able to take her place with them in the 
various studies. Their behaviour to her changed ac- 
cordingly. M. Emirs verdict put the stamp and 
seal upon her cleverness — no one questioned it after 
that ; and Victoria herself was less inclined than ever 
to underrate it. 

As for poor little Trixy, she was made to descend 
just as deeply into the valley of humiliation, only 
the best and most generous-hearted of the girls, 
Gertrude Hechtenberg and Marie Oberthur, having 
the courage to show her the consideration M. Emil 
had asked on her behalf. 

Those first days of school routine were days of 
supreme misery to Trixy, but they were not alto- 
gether unneeded, and certainly their effect was 



Angelique. 6 1 

salutary. I should like to pass over them as quickly 
as possible, but feel that they must be allowed their 
due place in the narrative. She did not write home 
complainingly. She had written such a glowing ac- 
count of her first impressions, and her father had told 
her what a comfort her happy letter had been to them, 
so she chose to keep her unhappiness to herself, rather 
than take away one bit of the comfort she had given. 
This was very brave of her, because at her age one 
cloud fills all the sky, and seems as though it would 
prevent the sun ever shining again ; and she expected 
nothing else than that the whole of her sojourn in 
Switzerland would be as dreary as this portion of it. 
She set herself to bear it with all the strength of her 
brave little soul, but she had not been well schooled 
to endure, and her power was limited ; but because her 
love was strong, she did not yield to the temptation 
which beset her very sorely at times. 

It very often happens that when things seem to 
be at their worst a turn comes ; and so it was with 
Trixy. 

On the night of the concert, Trixy's curiosity had 
been excited about Angelique, and as Nina had re- 
fused any explanation, she sought it from Marie 
Oberthur. 

" Angelique Vallors is only partly a pupil ; she is 
older than any of us, seventeen or eighteen, I should 
think. She teaches some of the junior classes, and 
superintends the practising, and M. Emil gives her 
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private lessons, for she is to be a governess. Her 
mother was a friend of the MuUers. She is, you see, 
a sort of governess, and that is why she sleeps in 
your dormitory." 

" How horrid ! I wish she did not." 

" You won't say that when you know her ; people 
are all only too glad to have anything to do with 
Angelique." 

As the days passed by, one by one, without bring- 
ing Angelique, Trixy, plunged to the depths in her 
own troubles and difficulties, had well-nigh forgotten 
all about her. She also forgot- her own remark when 
she had heard of the fourth occupant of the dormitory, 
and had begun to wish that either Mile. Julie or Mile. 
Marie slept there, so that some check might be put 
upon the persecution to which she was nightly sub- 
jected by Nina and Victoria, whose pleasure in tor- 
menting increased in proportion to her readiness to 
be provofeed into retaliation. Victoria would set a 
cunning little trap for her, and if, stung by their 
taunts, she was thrown off her guard and fell stum- 
bling into it, Victoria would ruthlessly expose her 
ignorance, and the two would laugh over it as though 
it were a good joke. When all her nerves were 
quivering under this treatment, and her face was 
convulsed with the passion she could not control, I 
wonder whether there ever passed through Trixy's 
mind one little memory of things she too had said 
Yiot so long s^o, the same in kind, only difTering in 
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degree, to the playmates she in her turn had tor- 
mented into acknowledging her supremacy. I fear 
that Trixy had forgotten all that, and yet those words 
spoken long ago by lips that cannot lie are always 
fulfilling themselves — "With what measure ye mete, 
it shall be measured to you again." It is siuh a 
difficult thing to live in a glass house and not throw 
stones. 

One afternoon towards the end of that first week 
of school, M. Emil had been giving a drawing lesson, 
and had just quitted the salle d'^tude. The girls 
were closing their portfolios and putting away their 
drawings. Trixy, whose first drawing lesson this had 
been, and who had been obliged to spend the whole 
two hours that it lasted over lines and curves, and 
very first principles, had an air of supreme weariness 
and disgust on her face. Marie Oberthur had just 
come in with her hat on. She was not a regular 
pupil in the house, but boarded with the Miillers for 
the purpose of attending the High School in 
Lausanne, and M. Emil helped her always with 
her preparation in the evening. Victoria was 
putting a few lingering touches to the drawing 
on her easel. Marie Oberthur went up to inspect 
it, and with her hand resting on Victoria's shoulder 
began cordially to praise the masterly little 
sketch. 

'* Is it not pretty ? '* said Gertrude, who had vainly 
been comparing her own with it, to pick out the dif* 
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ference in detail that made the whole so unlike it in 
character. 

"Ah," said Victoria, contemplating her. work with 
the most sublime satisfaction, "we are a family of 
artists. My mother paints exquisitely ; two of my 
sisters exhibit. I don't think we ever, any one of us, 
had to sit two whole hours practising pot-hooks and 
hangers.^^ 

Trix/s cup had been full before ; this one bitter 
drop caused it to overflow. She picked up her port- 
folio and went swiftly from the room. 

" I am afraid she heard you," said Gertrude. 

Victoria shrugged her shoulders and exclaimed — 

" N'importe ! " 

" But M. Emil asked us to help her," said honest 
Marie, "and he would be angry if he thought we 
could be unkind." 

" Who cares for M. Emil > " 

"Why, you do," laughed Gertrude, "when he 
praises you." 

Victoria coloured. 

" Because he never does praise, unless he knows it 
is deserved." 

Trixy went straight to the dormitory, and finding 
it, as she thought, empty — for she did not notice the 
hat and jacket lying on the fourth, and hitherto un- 
occupied, bed — let her portfolio fall on to the floor, 
and flung herself face downwards on her own pillow. A 
few deep sobs shook her. The climax of her despair 
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was reached ; she could bear no more. To-morrow she 
would write home and tell her father how badly 
the girls treated her, never doubting that he would 
come and fetch her away at once. 

" What is the matter ? Can I help you, dear } " 

A cool, cXtdLT^ English speaking voict broke in upon 
the turmoil of the little soul, a voice so calm in itself 
that the quietness it induced was marvellous. 

Trixy lifted her head. 

Some one partly in shadow, for her back was 
towards the window, was bending over her ; she saw 
two shining eyes, a clear pale brow, and smoothly 
banded hair of jetty blackness. Trixy felt the strange 
magnetism in those dark eyes holding her own, and 
stilling her angry, rebellious little heart 

" Who are you ? " 

The light in the dark eyes deepened. 

" You will not know me by name ; you may not 
have heard of me ; I am Angelique Vallors." 

" Oh, then, you have come back, and you are to 
sleep here ; I am so glad ! " 

" You do know me by name, then ? '* 

"Yes, they all speak about you, and they say, 
* When Angelique comes we will do so and so.* Marie 
Oberthur said I should like you, and so I do." 

" What, already ? " 

** Yes, for you speak English." 

** And can you not speak French ? " 

" Only so as to make them laugh at me." 

E 
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" Who are unkind enough to laugh ? Not Marie 
Oberthur ? " 

" No ; it is Nina and Victoria who are unkind. I 
sometimes wish they could not speak anything at all 
but this hateful French." 

" Oh ! oh ! but there are unkind words in French 
as well as in English." 

"Only I should not understand them, and so it 
would not matter." 

" Well, that is logic ; but I think if we could set 
their hearts right their tongues would follow suit, for 
there are plenty of kind and loving words in English, 
I am sure." 

" Oh, yes ; but they do not know them." 

'* I think you must be the strange little girl from 
England ? " 

"Victoria is a stranger, and she is from England, 
too.". 

" Then you are 

" Trixy Henderson.' 

" Then, Trixy, I will maice a bargain with you ; we 
will all speak English together here in the dormitory, 
but only the best English, mind, and outside this door 
we are to learn to speak French as fast as we can." 

" Yes, Mile." 

" Don't call me anything but Angelique ; nobody 
does." 

" You will not find me clever ; they call me stupid 
herer 
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" That means that some other-where you are con- 
sidered anything but stupid. Very well, I shall adopt 
the verdict of some other-where." 

Trixy laughed ; she could not help it, for the eyes 
of Angelique were lit up with smiles ; and the little 
laugh, feeble as it was, went a long way towards help- 
ing her to recover a more wholesome state of mind 
and heart. 

Angelique slipped very quietly into her own place 
in the school and household. It seemed to be a place 
peculiarly her own, a place that no one else could 
have filled had she not been there. And yet, so im- 
perceptibly did her gentle influence permeate every- 
where, stealing forth like the subtle perfume of some 
hidden flower, that it was rarely, if ever, traced back 
to its original source. Even Nina felt something of 
its power, while Trixy visibly revived under its sway. 



CHAPTER VI. 

CROQUET UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 

"My Dear Father, — I think it is time I wrote 
to you again. I have not written to you for a whole 
week. A week is a long time here, much longer than 
it used to be at Allandale. I was very miserable for 
a little while, but I am happier now, and that is why 
I did not write. England is such a long way ofl*, and 
£ 2 
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I did not want to make you anxious about me. 
Mile. Julie said I was home-sick, and one day when I 
had a headache, she made me go and lie down in the 
dormitory, and she brought me a little glass of water 
into which she put a tea-spoonful of orange-flower 
water, and told me to drink it Did you know that 
orange-flower water was good for home-sickness? 
Best of all, she kissed me and said, ' Fauvre petite, it 
will soon pass away, and you will be happy with us/ 
But she said it in her French, and I know you could 
not understand that even if I could write it. I do not 
hate French so much now as I did at first. Since 
Angelique came back we have talked pleasant English 
in our dormitory at night and in the morning, and 
she is so kind, she will always tell me what anything 
is in French when I ask her, so I am getting on with 
my speaking now. When I asked Victoria to tell me 
anything, she used to say, * Well, you are an ignorant 
little goose not to know that,' and as often as not she 
and Nina would tell me wrong. 

*' One day Mile. Marie was looking ill, and I wanted 
to ask her if she were sick, but I could not remember 
what it was in French, so I asked Victoria to tell 
me. She was reading, and did not like to be inter- 
rupted, so she spoke crossly. 

" ' Oh, bother ! go to her and say, Etes-vous sot. 
Mile.?' 

" I was going, but I had not quite closed the door 
behind me, and I heard Victoria say something in 
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French, and then there was a burst of laughter. So 
instead of going straight to Mile., I went and got my 
French dictionary and looked for sick. I remem- 
bered directly I saw the word that malade was the 
one I wanted ; then I looked for sot^ and, can you 
believe it, my precious > it means fool ; and if I had 
done as Victoria wanted me to do, I should have said 
to Mile. Marie^ 'Are you a fool. Mile.?* Is not that 
too bad ? 

"I have found out that there are other glass houses 
besides the one, you know, that I live in ; and I hope 
I shall never throw stones at any one again, now I see 
how very unkind and cruel it is to do so. 

" Nina lives in one of these glass houses. She is 
very pretty — much the prettiest girl in the school ; 
prettier than I can describe to you. She has blue 
eyes, and fluffy, pale-brown hair, and a lovely nose 
that turns down, and a pretty figure, and all her 
dresses are so stylishly made — mother and Miss Lod- 
dington would admire them, and perhaps you might, 
though I don't know, for my precious never did 
seem to understand much about dress-making. Just 
because we are none of us so pretty as she is, she 
always throws a stone when she can. My nose turns 
up, Gertrude's lips are too thick, Annchen sets up her 
shoulders, Esther squints, Marie Oberthur is clumsy, 
and so on. She mimics Mile. Julie because she is so 
fond of M. Emil, her brother ; and to hear her say, 
exactly in Mile. Julie's voice, 'Pass your plate, 



70 Trixv. 

Emil/ as Mile. Julie does every day at dinner, 
sends all the girls into fits. She can imitate Mile. 
Marie's gruffer voice, too, exactly, when she says, 
" Mesdemoiselles, I fear you are really stupid." 
She never says anything against Victoria when 
she is in the room, because Victoria is clever, 
and could throw all her stones back again, and 
heavier ones, too. Victoria is very clever, I think ; 
she is head of all classes, and she lives in a glass 
house of her own, too, and throws plenty of stones 
from the windows. Marie Oberthur is, I think, the 
only other girl that is anything like as clever as 
Victoria, but she goes to the High School. I wish 
she were always in the school-room (which is called 
the salle d'^tude here), because she is not like Victoria, 
but is always ready to help those who don't know as 
much as she does. 

"But I want to tell you about Angelique, because I 
am so happy since she came back. I might say that 
she lives in half a dozen glass houses all at once, but 
never, I should think, threw a stone from one of the 
windows in her life. She is as pretty, I think, as 
Nina, but she never makes me feel ugly, as Nina does; 
she is as clever as Victoria, but she never makes m^ 
feel stupid, as Victoria does at least six or seven 
times every day ; she is so good, but it does not make 
me feel wicked when I am with her ; but I want to be 
good, too, so that I may be nearer to her. Everyone 
loves Angelique, and everyone likes to give her some- 
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thing, just to get a smile from her. Even Mathilde, 
who is cross often, says everything goes well in the 
kitchen all day if Mile. Angelique only looks in in 
the morning to give her 'le bon jour.* She can 
speak English beautifully^ although she has never 
been in England, but she is going to be a governess, 
for she has neither father nor mother, and .is not rich. 
* If le bon Dieu gives her the strength/ Mile. Marie 
says. 

" * But she is not weak, Mile.,' I said. 

" Mile. Marie shook her head, * Pas k present, mais 
elle est poitrinaire.* 

" I did not know what that meant, and I did not 
like to ask, because Mile. Marie looked so sad. I was 
afraid it was something dreadful, and as soon as I 
could I looked for the word in the dictionary — it 
means consumptive. I felt so sad when I saw that, 
and I wondered if Angelique could really be 
going to die. To die ! it seems too dreadful. Tell 
me, do people always die when they are consump- 
tive? 

" Just when I had written that, I heard Angelique 
laughing in the corridor, and she came in to the 
dormitory, where I was sitting with my desk on my 
knees, so merrily, that I could not think it was 
true. 

"'Little scribbler, what are you doing?' she 
asked. 

" * Writing to my darling precious.' 
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" ' To that splendid father of yours ? 

" I do love her when she speaks of you like that 

" ' Yes, but I have nearly finished now.' 

" ' I will wait, then; 

"And there she sits, looking straight out at the 
mountains, with the sunshine all over her. 

" Good-bye, my own darling father ; lots of love to 
your precious self, dear mother, Miss Loddington, 
&c. &c. 

" From your own loving 

« Trixy." 

Trixy blotted her letter, folded and inserted it into 
the already addressed envelope, then closed her. desk 
and rose. 

" I should not have had the heart to take you 
away if I had not seen that three big sheets were full 
already." 

"Where do you want to take me to?" and Trixy's 
arms were round Angelique's neck, her cheek laid 
close to hers. 

" We are going to play croquet with M. Emil, and 
I want you to come." 

"Croquet! Where?" 

" In the court." 

** I did not know there was a croquet lawn." 

" Neither did I ; what is that ? " 

" I suppose it's the same as a tennis lawn — grass' 
cut and rolled," 
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" After your luxurious English fashion. What is 
tennice ? We have no tennice here." 

" Tennis is what we play at in England now. My 
sisters used to play croquet ; we have a set, but we 
hardly ever use it; it's always tennis." 

"We have no tennice here, but M. Emil likes 
much a game at croquet. He is greatly afflicted, 
you know, and so he goes little amongst other men, 
but stays at home and works hard, and croquet 
sometimes is very good for him. You will play, 
Trixy ? " 

" Yes, if you want me to." 

" That is my good child. Mile. Victoria, she will 
play ; Mile. Nina, she will play, and Gertrude. Then 
there are M. Emil, you, and me against them." 

" Six is rather a slow game." 

" Oh ! no, not slow at all when we are playing for 
the good, that is, the recreation, of M. Emil. He 
cannot take long country walks, you know ; he has no 
horse to ride, he sits here and read, and read, and 
read till he ^ets ill and stupefied if he has not 
recreation. Mile. Julie is so sorry if we will not play. 
Her heart aches sore for her brother." 

" I don't mind if the game is stupid," said Trixy, 
warmly; **I will play all day, if Mile. Julie and 
M. Emil would like it." 

" I was sure you would. Find your hat then, my 
Trixy, and come along." 

Down into the court they went, and here Trixy 
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found that the hoops and sticks were driven into the 
loose granite in the centre of the square, and that the 
balls were expected to be shot over this uneven bed, 
with a sort of happy hit-or-miss chance of arriving at 
their intended destination, which added to the chances 
and mischances of the game, and gave to it a zest 
which had not been its portion since it ceased to be 
the fashion. If it be true that there is nothing so 
alluring as the event which exceeds all calculation, 
then the upshot of this game, being, as it was, beyond 
the determination of all play, or skill, or expectation, 
was full of excitement. The game played by Alice 
in Wonderland, in which, if I remember rightly, the 
mallets were flamingoes, and the balls hedgehogs, was 
nothing to be compared to it For instance, you 
struck your ball, as you blissfully thought, straight 
before you for some hoop, feeling so sure of making 
some archway, and coming down upon some enemy 
lying there, upon whom you depended to help you 
forward gallantly upon your way, but your ball 
rebounded upon a sharp bit of granite, darted off at 
right angles, was turned again from its vagrant course, 
and finally roqueted a ball that to all intents and 
purposes lay at the very antipodes of your original 
position. 

When she saw the possibilities, Trixy was in- 
clined to make fun of the whole thing, but seeing 
that M. Emil was in downright sober earnest, and 
that he looked upon the game as a test of skill, in 
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which all were under the obligation of doing their 
best to bring about a legitimate end and secure 
success for his or her side, she soon became serious, 
too. 

She found that the sides had already been ar- 
ranged as Angelique had said, and that they had only 
waited for her before beginning to play. As M. 
Emil stumped along measuring the ground, happy 
and interested, Angelique and Trixy exchanged 
glances and smiles, and Trixy felt so delighted, that 
she even ventured to make a pleasant remark to 
Nina, expressing the hope that they would be able 
to get a good game. 

" We shall have a good fight for the victory, and 
I don't think either side will win easily. I give you 
warning we shall take every advantage that we can. 
Your side goes in first ; we won the toss." 

Trixy, being the youngest, was set to begin. She 
placed her ball, took steady aim, and struck it with 
her mallet. Whether owing to one of those eccentri- 
cities to be expected from the balls under the circum- 
stances described, or not, I cannot say, but her ball 
flew wide of the hoop through which it ought to have 
passed, and Trixy, who was about to dart after it for 
a second stroke, drew back in dismay. 

Nina and Gertrude exclaimed in vexation, but 
M. Emil, the captain of her side, to Trixy*s as- 
tonishment, remarked exultingly, " That is good ! *' 

Trixy was bewildered, that her opponents should 
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deplore, and her friend applaud, her false stroke, and 
turned to Angelique in questioning astonishment. 

" She did that purposely," said Nina, crossly. 

Angelique answered low in Trixy's ear, " Do you 
not see that, quite inadvertently I am sure, you have 
lost them the advantage they gained by winning the 
toss, and it is all the same as if they had to begin 
first now ? ** 

" We don't play so in England.** 

" How do you manage it, then ? Is it permitted 
you to have your stroke over again ? ** 

" Oh, no 1 I mean we look upon it so differently.** 

And Trixy found as the game progressed that 
many things were looked upon from quite a different 
standpoint here, and things were permitted that 
would have been tabooed on any English lawn. 
Nina was, evidently, quite ati^ fait in all the laxities 
permitted, and keenly alive to pursue every advan- 
tage. She meant winning, and so did Victoria, who 
aided and seconded her, fairly if they could, but any- 
way they were determined that the victory should be 
theirs. 

So the game went on, and all were rovers but Ger- 
trude, whose ball, owing to the virulent persecution to 
which it had been subjected by M. Emil, had still 
several hoops to pass. She regarded it with the 
utmost complacency, liking to win, but by no means 
set upon doing so at all hazards, as Nina and Victoria 
were. 
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M. Emil was the adversary to be dreaded, for his 
strokes were all as carefully aimed, and as certain 
in their effect, as the loose stones would allow them 
to be. The first crisis of the game had arrived, and 
Nina had M. Emil's ball in close juxtaposition to her 
own — an accident had given her this advantage. Her 
stroke came before his, and she was anticipating the 
delight of putting his ball out of play, and so giving 
herself a chance to help forward Gertrude's laggard 
ball, when an exclamation of delight and applause 
broke from the lips of M. Emil, and a ball struck his. 
It was Trixy*s. Nina had been so certain of her 
coming chance, and her mind was so set upon cal- 
culating the advantage to be gained by it^ that she 
had not noticed whose play it was. Trixy saw no 
reason why she should not adopt such play as she 
saw in vogue here, and as the most flagrant spooning 
had been made use of with serenity, as the only 
chance to rescue M. Emil's ball, she had given a 
dexterous twist to her flamingo's — I beg pardon — her 
mallet's head, and by the merest fluke, caused her 
ball to describe a curve and roquet the one in 
danger. 

'* Bravo, bravissimo ! *' from delighted M. Emil 
and, "Well done, little one!" from Angelique, ex- 
asperated Nina past endurance. 

She had not watched Trixy's stroke, but she threw 
down her mallet at a venture — " Vous avez trich6 ! ** 
she exclaimed, white with rage ; " I will not play," 
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She was walking away when M. EmiFs hand came 
down upon her shoulder. 

" Mile., you will stay here, I command you," he 
said in French ; " you cannot leave after making such 
an accusation. It was a fair stroke, and a skilful 
one ; you will stay and finish the game." 

Nina dared not bid defiance to an authoritative 
mandate like this ; she slowly and sulkily recovered 
her mallet, dashed angrily at her ball when her turn 
came, and sent it flying in amongst her adversaries 
without touching either one of them, and so decided 
the fate of the game. 

Trixy had not understood the French word applied 
to her, and did not guess that Nina had accused her 
of cheating. She had an idea, of course, that this 
outburst of Nina's was the result of her successful 
fluke, but then every successful stroke in a game 
played under such disadvantages as this was, must 
be more or less of a fluke. She turned a little 
pale, and drew closer to Angelique, who, in her own 
gentle way, assured Nina that there had been 
nothing but what was perfectly fair in Trixy's 
play. 

" She is on your side," said Nina, shortly. 

" But if she had been on yours, I could not have 
said anything else. We should any of us have been 
proud to own such a stroke as Trixy made* It was 
as much like one of yours as possible." 

" I would never spoon in that way." 
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'^Oh, yes, you would," said Angelique, with sweet 
merriment that took its effect upon Nina. " We all 
spoon here ; it is allowed, you know." 

So the storm blew over, but it left a disturbance 
behind it in the atmosphere, as most storms do. 

A little later M. Emil solemnly announced 
victory to be on his side. He gave it out with 
the grave importance of a general declaring the 
issue of a battle, and then he bowed^ hat in hand, 
to Trixy. 

"Mademoiselle, we have to thank you that we 
have a victory to record instead of a defeat." 

Angelique was charmed with the way in which 
Trixy acknowledged the compliment, and that she 
showed so little elation at the result of the game. 

" Only for M. Emil I should have been just as 
well pleased if they had won," she said, as they went 
indoors together. "And I think Nina should not 
mind our winning it, as it gives him so much plea- 
sure," 



CHAPTER VII. 

ANGELIQUE IN THE DORMITORY. 

August ended with great heat. There was no 
stirring abroad at midday, and the evenings were 
close and sultry. " Oh, what heat I " " How hot I 
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am!" were the exclamations with which each 
greeted each, governesses and pupils, at intervals 
through the day, and always, strange to say, the ex- 
clamation was received and responded to as though 
it were only just originated, so all-paramount was the 
subject. 

Mile. Marie had theories which Mile. Julie believed 
in, and so they became laws to which all must submit. 
One was, that, through the day while the sun was 
high in the heavens, the windows must all be kept 
rigidly shut, as well as the jalousies (outer blinds) and 
so the want of a breath of outside air was wont to be 
felt as painfully as the heat How the throwing 
open of the windows as the sun declined was wel- 
comed by all, and how they flocked to the balconies 
to draw in long breaths of the cool amber air ! 

The large balcony of the salon, spacious enough 
to accommodate the whole household, was the 
favourite resort on those evenings, and M. Emil 
would often join them there, and, to an appreciative 
few, give an impromptu lecture on astronomy, as the 
skies darkened and Jupiter's great globe rose grandly 
on the one hand, while Venus went to her couch on 
the other. 

Victoria listened and disputed, endeavouring to 
match her imperfect knowledge, gathered from a 
careless reading of popular science grammars, against 
M. Emil's practical observations and deep study. 
Her arrogance was readily forgiven her, however, 
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because she drew forth from him in this way so much 
information that was interesting to the rest. 

Angelique listened with all her soul in her eyes \ 
astronomy for her was full of passionate interest 
M. Emil pursued the study as a science ; to her it was 
a religfion, another revelation of Him in whom she 
lived and moved and had her being. 

Trixy gathered inspiration from her face, and 
longed for a more intimate knowledge of French that 
she might follow M. Emil's explanations more fully. 
As it was, she could gather enough to awaken her 
interest in a subject of which she did not know so 
much, even, as the ABC. Seeing their absorption, 
M. Emil said — 

"We will have an astronomical class. You, 
Mile, (to Victoria), have need to correct a great 
deal of the information you have collected, for 
it is wrong in fact, and very superficial. Mile. 
Angelique, I see, knows more than she allows us to 
suppose." 

" Oh, no. Monsieur," protested Angelique, laughing, 
" my love for astronomy is more fanciful than absolute, 
and I shall be very glad to learn all that you will be 
kind enough to teach me." 

" Very well ; and will not Mile, Trixy join us 
also ? " 

" Oh I " said Trixy ; and so pleased and taken by 
surprise was she that every French word fled from her 
mind. She had not thought M. Emil would ask her 
F 
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to join a class like that, and was much gratified that 
he should include her. 

" I will answer for Trixy," said Angelique, laying 
her hand on the child's. Trixy gave it a grateful 
squeeze as it lay within her clasp. 

Marie Oberthur was afterwards added to the class 
by her own especial desire, but none of the rest cared 
to join, and as this was an extra voluntary study, 
attendance was not enforced. M. Emil devoted what 
leisure he had to the preparation of maps and dia- 
grams, and for an hour on two evenings in the week, 
the little class traced the course of the stars in the 
heavens, and learned to know Arcturus, and Orion, 
and Aldebaran, and Antares, and the chief stars in 
all the constellations, and many of the marvellous 
truths written in the heavens themselves by the finger 
of God. 

Trixy's little mind was always on the strain up- 
ward during those lessons, but she enjoyed them 
more than any of her other studies, for she sat by 
Angelique's side, and, with her hand clasped in hers, 
drank in the inspiration that filled Angelique's whole 
soul. 

Victoria herself could not help feeling that An- 
gelique was nearer to the mystery of the heavens than 
herself, and acknowledge that there lay beyond the 
mere lessons in facts and numbers, heights which she 
could only dimly perceive. And the beauty of all true 
knowledge touched her with the faint dawn of what, 
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let US hope, broadened in after life to a fuller percep- 
tion and practice of that true humility which ever 
walks hand-in-hand with wisdom. 

At bed-time every evening the windows were all 
as rigidly closed again, for, said Mile. Marie, "the 
night air in our climate is bad to breathe, very bad." 
They were allowed to set the doors of the dormitories 
wide open if they pleased, so between their restless 
tossings they heard the loud ticking of the big clock 
in the corridor that sent out its cuckoo to proclaim 
the hours. The voice of that cuckoo mingled in 
Trixy's dreams, or she lay awake counting the dark 
minutes and listening for its expected note, or she 
started up from some hot fitful sleep in answer to its 
call, wondering at first where she could be, and feebly 
recalling her surroundings. 

Their music-master was from the Conservatoire, 
and he came every day under the shelter of a big 
yellow cotton umbrella, and he had grey thread 
gloves on his hands which he drew off with difficulty 
in the salon while bowing himself in. Mile. Julie 
always remained in the salon during lesson time, 
sitting by the large window with her knitting basket, 
and her needles rattled just as swiftly between her 
deft fingers as she re-footed M. Emil's white cotton 
stockings, in the heat of the hot shaded room, as 
they did in the cool of the evening. I can see her 
now as she used to sit in the window, slim, dark, 
and upright, always occupied as she was in any 
F 2 
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leisure moment, with some bit of needlework for her 
brother. 

The Swiss are wonderfully expert knitters, and 
Mile. Julie's needles are indistinguishable from the 
swiftness with which they fly ; you hear the little soft 
click, but you do not see them, and they never pause 
as she returns M. Scretan's low bow. 

" How hot it is. Monsieur," she remarks energetic- 
ally ; " does Madame your mother bear it well ? " 

" She is excellent, I thank you. Mile. ; it is new 
life to her." This he says as he pulls out the fingers 
of his thread gloves, and disposes them inside the 
crown of his hat on th6 table. M. Scretan, like M. 
Emil, is middle-aged, and a bachelor ; he has never 
been rich enough to support a wife as well as his 
mother, with whom he lives alone in the highest flat 
over a bakery in the rue du Pont. They discuss 
the weather for a few minutes, and then Mile. Julie 
says — 

"May I trouble you to ring the bell. Monsieur? 
It is Mile. Nina who comes to you first to-day ; she 
is unpunctual," 

M. Scretan puts his finger on the knob, and far 
away, but distinctly, they hear the musical tinkle of 
the electric bell. 

" It is the heat, perhaps," M. Scretan is saying, as 
Nina enters, with her portfolio under her arm. "It 
makes all of us loiterers. Eh bien, Mile., you are 
better late than never," 
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" Pardon, Monsieur," says Nina, returning his bow. 

Her words are correct enough, but her manner 
says as plainly as possible, " If I choose to keep you 
waiting, what does it matter?" 

So the lesson begins, and poor M. Scretan is per- 
spiring at every pore by the time it is finished, for 
Nina is unstrung by the heat herself, and cares to 
make no effort to lessen his difficulties. 

I wonder whether children ever try to remember 
that lessons are as much a trial to the teacher as to 
themselves, only one is governed by a sense of duty, 
and the other by authority. 

It was well for M. Scretan that on that trying 
day he had his most troublesome pupil first. Ger- 
trude came next ; the heat made her indolent, but 
she was not provoking. Trixy came last, and then 
the lessons for the day were over. M. Scretan always 
found Trixy a pleasant little pupil, not so painstaking 
as she might be, not so fond of music as he would like, 
but considerate and gentle always. 

When the music-master was gone, Mile. Julie put 
away her knitting, and the windows were opened. 
Trixy went out on to the balcony, thinking to 
enjoy the half-hour before supper there with her 
book. 

The awning was still down, so she curled herself 
up comfortably on the seat at the end, and opened 
the volume she had brought with her. There was a 
still, drowsy heat in the air, and far away the distant 
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mountains were bathed in rosy sunset lights. Beneath 
them the lake lay like a sea of glass. Her eyes were 
attracted by the lovely view, and she could not help 
looking at those distant snow-peaks with longing 
eyes, thinking how delightful it would be if she had 
wings that would carry her there. A little snow-cold 
would be charming after the sultry heat here. From 
below she heard the energetic cracking of the whips 
of the voituriers (public carriage-drivers) in the avenue 
de la ,Gare, and the tinkle of the bells with which 
the harness of even the waggon-horses was hung. 

Presently another and more agreeable sound 
struck her ear — the cool plashing of water ; and, 
looking over the railings, she saw M. Emil watermg 
the flowers in the box at his window, just a trifle 
below, and to the right. Now M. Emil, for some un- 
explained reason, had not been visible all day ; one 
or two of the pupils had gone to him for lessons, but 
the classes had been taken by Mile. Marie. 

He was absent at breakfast ; dinner, and he did 
not appear; was he ill, or what? Trixy had 
wondered without being anxious ; now anxiety came 
uppermost Since he was not away from home, 
surely he must be ill, but he was able to attend to the 
flowers he was so fond of. Once, she remenibered, 
when she was reading French with him at the little 
table under the window in there, he had closed the 
book to draw her attention to a vagrant butterfly that 
had entered the window and settled amongst the 
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flowers ; and he had given her quite a little lesson in 
botany and entomology before they had resumed 
their reading. And how tenderly and delicately he 
had handled the fragile insect as he showed her some- 
thing of the mechanism of the wings, and explained 
to her how the dust that covered them was composed 
of tiny, tiny feathers. And another time, during one 
of their walks in the evening, she had found a glow- 
worm, and placed it amongst the white lace in her 
hat to bring home to M. Emil to ask him its name in 
French. He told her it was called a ver luisanty or 
shining worm, and explained to her many things 
about its structure and habits that fixed the know- 
ledge for ever in her mind. That glow-worm lived 
for days on one of the large flower-pots in the 
balcony, and used to hang out its tiny lamp from the 
geranium branches night after night for their en- 
lightenment. And Trixy had learned to love M. 
Emil, and be very grateful to him for his readiness 
at all times to give information, and for the tender 
ways he had with all living and growing things. 

She was concerned lest anything should be amiss 
with him. 

She leans over the railing, and calls softly — 

" M. Emil 1 " 

« Is it you. Mile. Trixy ? " 

" Yes, Monsieur. Are you ill ? " 

" Not in the least. Mile., not in the least" 

** Shall you come to supper to-night ? " 
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He looks up into the concerned little face bent 
above him, and something like a twinkle comes into 
his brown eyes. 

" I cannot come to-night, Mile. ; I have lost my 

leg." 

" Oh ! " cries Trixy, and draws her head back to 
smother her laughter; and then she runs away to 
seek Angelique in the dormitory. 

" Oh, Angelique, M. Emil has lost his leg ; what 
will he do ? " 

« My dear child ! " 

"It is quite true, he told me so himself, and I 
cannot help laughing ; but what is he to do ? " 

" Where did you see him ? " 

" From the balcony ; he was at his window." 

" It is gone to be repaired, I believe, but he will 
have it back again." 

" Then he cannot walk ? " 

" Not now ; but he will again soon." 

"And he has to be alone, all by himself in his 
room ? " 

** Mile. Julie sits with him when she can." 

" But that is not often ; how sad it must be for 
him! Poor M. Emil I " 

" I don't think he minds half so much as Mile. 
Julie does ; it is she who grieves that he has not a 
better and more serviceable leg." 

" Could he have a better one ? " 

" Oh, yes, if they had the means to pay for it ; but 
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they are not rich, you know, and have never Jbeen 
able to get a better substitute for his own lost limb 
than this/' 

" Do tell me all about it." 

" There is the bell for supper; we must not stay 
now. To-night, perhaps, when we come to bed, I 
will tell you." 

Since Angelique had occupied the fourth bed in 
the dormitory, things had changed much for the 
better there. At first Nina had, out of bravado, tried 
to show that this made no difference whatever to her. 
She talked in the same foolish, flippant, worldly way, 
choosing the time when Angelique was reading out 
of her little Bible, or kneeling by her bedside, to tell 
her silly, boastful stories; but not only was Trixy 
silent — ^Victoria saw nothing either to laugh at or 
admire in them so told, and had the good taste to 
perceive, at least, that the time was ill chosen. She 
would turn her face to the wall and keep silence until 
Angelique's gentle voice was heard once more. As 
for Angelique herself, her abstraction was such that 
she seemed neither to see nor hear anything but the 
One Invisible, with whom she held communion. 
Failing the least sympathy or effect, Nina, after a 
time, held her peace, too ; not out of any respect or 
consideration, or of any abated desire to annoy, but 
simply because she produced no effect. Victoria had 
not the passion of affection for Angelique, which was 
beginning to fill more and more of Trixy's little 
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heart; but she was impressed by something in 
Angelique that was different from any one she had 
ever been brought into contact with in her life before ; 
and she felt a growing respect and liking for her in 
spite of herself. Poor child ! her life had been . 
spiritually barren enough heretofore: save for the 
sermons she had heard preached over her head in 
church on Sunday, and the catechism she was 
expected to master in instalments against the time 
when, as a matter of course, she would be confirmed, 
she had had no religious teaching. Those with 
whom she had lived considered it of far more im- 
portance that such talents as she possessed should 
be cultivated, than that the immortal soul within her 
should be trained and made meet for the eternity 
before it. 

Sometimes when Angelique rose from her knees, 
and her face seemed all aglow with light that was 
not of earth, Victoria would look at her in girlish 
wonder. As for responding in like manner to Nina, 
she would as soon have thought of laughing in 
church. 

Nina having been so far conquered as to put her 
tongue under restraint for awhile, rewarded herself by 
giving it the greater licence the instant the restraint 
was removed, and she thought there was a chance 
that Victoria would respond, or Trixy be provoked by 
her sallies. Once or twice she had succeeded so far 
as to elicit a passionate outbreak from the latter. 
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which ended in tears ; so Angelique had come to the 
fore, and, with the natural grace she could call into 
play when she liked, had taken the lead in the con- 
versation in the dormitory, and with such effect that 
even Nina herself was charmed and interested. But 
if, being tired, or from any other reason, Angelique 
ever relaxed her vigilance, the evil spirit in Nina was 
sure to come to the front again. Although she was 
nominally expected to have some authority in the 
dormitory, and knew that if she appealed to Mile. 
Julie, or Mile. Marie, they would enforce it, Angelique 
believed the end she wished to gain was far more 
likely to be won than commanded. She contrived 
each evening to have some little incident, or history, 
to relate of sufficient interest to occupy the mind even 
of Nina ; indeed, it was she whom she chiefly studied, 
knowing that if she were interested the others were 
almost certain to be; and she contrived that each 
incident so related should have in it a seed of good 
that she prayed might germinate in the minds of all 
her listeners. All this was a great strain upon 
Angelique ; but what matter if, hereafter, some fruit 
should result ? By slow degrees, slow as far as Nina 
was concerned, the charm worked ; but it did work. 
The harmony which was at first strained, grew more 
natural and abiding. 

To-night her story, as she promised it should be, 
was about M. Emil and Mile. Julie. 

"The father, M, Miiller, was notary here in 
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Lausanne, and M. Emil was a student when the acci- 
dent happened through which he lost his limb. He 
was clever, was M. Emil, and Mile. Julie had great 
pride in him ; she hoped he would get through the 
college course with much honour. It was in vacation 
he went with a fellow-student on a walking tour to 
the mountains. They would go up Mont Blanc, and 
M. Emil, his foot slipped, and he tumbled down, down 
into a crevasse. And when his friend could get help 
and he was extricated, it is found that his leg is hurt 
very, very badly, and they carry him home thinking 
he must die. This is the first of many troubles to 
them all. M. Emil is ill a long time, and Mile. 
Julie, and Madame Miiller, the mother, nurse him 
with their whole hearts, so that he gets better, but he 
is not well when his father, he die suddenly, and leave 
them all not rich, as they always thought to be, but 
quite poor, only for the little income which the mother 
has. Then Mile. Marie, she go to Germany as 
governess, and Mile. Julie, she look for a situation, 
too, for M. Emil is too weak to do anything, and he 
has never finished his college course. Madame 
Miiller, she nurse him, and he try to get pupils 
here in Lausanne, but he fall sick again, and the 
doctors say that to save his life his leg must be 
cut off. 

" Then Mile. Julie, she come home, for it is not 
right for the mother to be alone. There is an opera- 
tion ; M. Emil is very brave for the sake of those 
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who love him, for he want to get well and help them 
much. 

" Mile. Julie, she weep very many tears, and say — 
** * Oh, my brother, if I could have borne it for you 
I would gladly have done so ! * And one day when 
she is in church, she make a vow to the Lord, who 
has seen fit to afflict them that they may be brought 
nearer to Him, * If he is only spared to us, I will 
devote my whole life to making him forget the loss 
he has had to bear.' Then she think, perhaps the 
dear Lord will not hear her prayer, and that He will 
believe she love her brother too much, and she go to 
their pasteur and tell him all about it, and ask him 
what shall she do ? He say, * Mile. Julie, do you not 
think the dear Lord understands all about your love 
for your brother? Do you think He ever could 
grudge Lazarus the love of Martha and Mary? 
Believe that He hallows these sacred family ties.' 
And then he points out to her the verse in St. John, 
which says, ' He that loveth not his brother whom he 
hath seen, how can he love God whom he hath not 
seen ? ' And Mile. Julie comes home comforted, be- 
lieving that the more she love her brother, the more 
will her heart be open towaiids God. And it is always 
so : the more we love, the more we are able to love. 
And the more we love, the more we become like God, 
for He loves the whole world, not just one person 
here and there in it Then Mile. Julie, she take a 
fresh situation, this time with very rich people in 
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Russia, and she work, and work, spending little as 
ever she can on her own self, but laying by a little 
every year besides what she send home, for she say 
secretly, ' My brother, he must have a leg with a joint 
at the knee and ankle,- so that he look and walk like 
other men.* She find out what it will cost, a very 
good one made in Paris, and she find she must get 
twenty pounds. When this is all saved, she is so 
happy, and soon she will be going home and telling 
her brother what she has done. Then he will set out 
for Paris, or they will write, and a beautiful leg of fine 
workmanship will soon arrive in Lausanne. But 
there come letters from home while she is thinking of 
this, letters to say Madame Miiller is very ill, and she 
must come off at once to see her alive. 

" But she does not die as soon as they thought, and 
Mile. Julie has to nurse her. Illness is expensive, 
there are many things wanted to make Madame com- 
fortable, wine, and fruit, and medicines. 

"You know how it must be. By the time Madame 
Miiller is laid in her grave. Mile. Julie has not one 
pound left of the money that was to buy poor M. 
EmiFs leg. 

" Then some friends advised them to open a pen- 
sionnat here, and promised to help them get pupils. 

" So they have lived all together in this way, and 
there are always so many expenses, and they are not 
rich. M. Emil has had to make shift with his old 
wooden leg that so often has to be repaired. 
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^A little while ago Mile. Julie tell me she has saved 
ten pounds, but that is all. 'Will that not buy a 
leg ? ' I ask. She shake her head sadly. * Not one 
good enough for Emil. Sometimes I fear, Angelique, 
he will be a grey-headed old man before I shall be 
able to get it for him.' 

" Now, Miles., I think we must go to sleep." 

There was a singular pathos in this little story as 
Angelique told it ; heart and voice combined to 
give it a tender ring that affected her listeners 
variously. 

Warm-hearted little Trixy was quietly sobbing 
underneath the clothes long before the end was 
reached. Even Nina had a choking sensation in her 
throat that she was glad to think no one noticed ; and 
I have my own opinion that it was owing to the 
telling of this very story that there never again 
occurred such a scene upon the croquet ground as the 
one I have endeavoured, in a former chapter, to de- 
scribe. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

TRIXY'S SECRET. 

Sundays in Square de Georgette were not as happy 
days to Trixy as might have been expected. They 
all went to the French church in the morning, the 
service of which began at nine o'clock and was over 
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by half-past ten. The hour-long sermon in French 
was a trial to her, for the preacher's delivery was 
rapid, and she could not understand more than a 
word or two here and there — certainly not enough to 
benefit by the teaching. After the service the band 
played on the promenade, and sometimes they walked 
there for awhile before returning home. In the after- 
noon the three English girls were taken to the little 
English church by Mile. Angelique, and at home, 
Miles. Julie and Marie, and M. Emil, generally re- 
ceived friends in the salon ; sometimes Madame 
Bernini came and took coffee, or M. Scretan and 
Madame .his mother, or other of the few friends 
they knew intimately ; or else one or other of them 
would go out to pay visits. The rest of the pupils 
had the salle d'^tude to themselves, and wrote letters 
home, or learnt hymns, or read. Then came early 
tea, and after that service again in the French church, 
which, however, the English girls were not obliged to 
attend. 

On these light summer evenings they all walked 
together afterwards, or, if the weather were not pro- 
pitious, they sang hymns to the piano in the salon 
before supper was served. After that came prayers, 
and then all went to bed. 

On this last Sunday in August the usual routine 
was broken altogether, for the weather had reached 
such a pitch of intense and sultry heat, that every- 
body remained indoors after the early French service. 
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enduring the sultriness as each could best after her 
own fashion. 

The salle d'fetude, by reason of its one window 
looking north, was the coolest room in the house, and 
here most of the girls were congregated. 

Trixy, missing Angelique, went in search of her. 
She found her wrapped in a loose white dressing-gown, 
lying upon her little bed in the dormitory, her black 
hair unbound and straying loosely over the white 
pillow. 

" I've got a secret, and I want to tell it you," she 
began. " But aren't you well. Angel } Will it bother 
you to listen ? " 

" The heat makes me so tired ; I'm quite well, but 
I shall lie here, I think, till tea. A secret would be 
charming entertainment. Do tell it me, that is, if it 
is your own, and you can." 

" Yes, it is all my own, but I think you might have 
a share in it, because it is through you that it has 
happened." 

*'The mystery deepens," said Angel, with a 
languid smile. " Sit down there, you had better take 
this fan, for it must be hot work keeping a secret 
during such weather as this." 

" I'm not going to keep it ; I am going to give it 
to you. It's about M. Emil's leg. 

" About what } " said Angelique, raising herself on 
her elbow. " M. Emil's leg, or rather, the leg that is 
not, is no secret." 
G 
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" But it*s about the leg that's going to be/* 

" Ah ! when will that happen ? Poor Mile. 
Julie!" 

Trixy was getting more excited ; the secret burnt 
her, and she yearned to pour it out. 

"Listen, Angelique. Next week it is M. Emil's 
birthday, the girls are going to give him a book, but 
I have written to my father for ten pounds to give to 
Mile. Julie for — you know what." 

Angelique forgot her languor, and the heat, and 
everything else in the joy of that moment as she took 
Trixy in her arms and kissed her. 

" You precious child, what could be nicer or kinder 
than that? How they will bless you, all of them 
here ! But how can you be sure that Monsieur, your 
father, will agree to what you ask } " 

" Oh, I know he will," said Trixy, with a smile of 
glad confidence. " He is very rich, you know, it is 
nothing to him, and he is always glad when I try to 
make other people happy." 

To Angel, brought up as she had been in severe 
simplicity, and in the habitual exercise of self-denial, 
it seemed a great deal. Indeed, the more she thought 
of it, the more she felt the improbability of such a 
stroke of good fortune befalling this little household 
at the waving of this English girl's magic wand. 
She quite agreed with Trixy that the secret should 
be kept to their two selve^ until the means were 
actually within the grasp of the latter. 
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" It would be such a pity to raise hopes that might 
not be fulfilled." 

She did not say this to Trixy, but only to herself. 
Ten pounds was a large sum of money for even a rich 
man to give away at a child's request. 

There was another view of the case which it would 
not be like Angelique not to see, also. It was quite 
possible for God to use this little child as a means 
of bringing a blessing to Mile. Julie and her 
brother ; and it would be like Him to give, in this 
way, the happiness she had, for duty's sake, denied 
herself. 

After tea, leaving M. Emil at home, they all go 
to walk on La Terrasse, Mile. Marie feeling so sure 
that if any air were stirring at all they will find it 
there. La Terrasse, as every visitor to Lausanne 
knows, affords a lovely view of the lake and the 
mountains. The ground shelves away precipitously 
to the lake that lies glimmering in the mystic haze 
of the still, sultry atmosphere, and the mountains 
stand about the slumberous waters like grim giants 
towering into the darkening sky. 

When they reach La Terrasse and sit down under 
the trees to rest, all are hot and tired, and feel the 
still oppressiveness in the air. Mile. Marie fans her- 
self with her pocket-handkerchief, and thinks, although 
she does not say, " We should have done better to 
stay at home." 

Many people are strolling to and fro in their 

G 2 
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Sunday best on the heights, evidently possessed with 
the same desire that has brought them hither. 

Presently Mile. Julie lifts her hand, *' Hark ! what 
is that.?" 

"Thunder!" exclaims Marie Oberthur, aiid all 
the gfirls start to their feet. There is no mistaking 
the low, distant roll which seems to creep up and 
over them, and there is a black column rising over in 
the west, so dense that it darkens the heavens in all 
that quarter, and spreads with great rapidity. The 
leaves shiver on all the trees as though they were in 
dread of the approach of some invisible foe. Mile. 
Marie is on her feet, and short and decisive are her 
orders, '* Mesdemoiselles, we must hasten home as fast 
as we can." 

In the lurid light which is creeping up and over 
everything they look into each other's scared faces, 
and then Mesdemoiselles Julie and Marie leading the 
way, they precipitately hurry down the steep, and 
into the streets of Lausanne, along which everybody 
is hastening to gain the shelter of their homes. 

Again and again the thunder breaks, but between 
the peals the stillness itself seems to be audible. 

Trixy presses close to Angelique, who is a little in 
the rear, and Angelique draws Trixy's hand through 
her arm. 

" Don't be frightened, we shall have time to reach 
home before the storm comes." 

Nina and Gertrude are flying in front, and, press- 
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ing close upon them, come Victoria and Marie Ober- 
thur, with Mile. Julie. Mile. Marie has taken Ann- 
chen and Esther each by a hand, and is encouraging 
them to run with touch and voice. Over them the 
darkness gathers, and the trees seem to be whispering 
to one another. In the houses they pass, windows 
are being hastily pulled to and fastened. 

As the foremost of our little party dashes breath- 
lessly into the Square de Georgette, a voice more 
terrific than that of the thunder is gathering and in- 
creasing, until the whole space betwixt earth and 
heaven seems to be filled with one awful roar ; and 
the thick darkness, too, is as though the leaden skies 
were being pressed downwards. Mile. Marie's glance 
goes upwards as she enters the court 

" Oh ! the windows ! " she cries, and dashes up the 
stairs, and, as the others follow, the sound they hear 
is the slamming of doors and windows as she flies 
from room to room. M. Emil watching the progress 
of the storm, and speculating upon its course and 
duration, has never thought to close them. All are 
safely housed now, but Angelique sits panting upon 
the lower steps of the stairs, too breathless to 
mount. 

Trixy will not leave her, and so the darkness 
closes round them, and outside they hear the wind 
striving, and raging, and roaring, like some great 
giant baulked of its prey. 

As soon as Angelique has a little recovered they 
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grope their way upwards. In the corridor it is pitch- 
dark, but they make their way to the salon where all 
the rest are. The girls are all huddled together in a 
little frightened group by Mile. Julie; Mile. Marie 
has loosened her bonnet strings and is dabbing at 
her hot face with her handkerchief rucked up into 
a ball, vigorously, but not elegantly. M. Emil is 
stumping to and fro describing to them with ex- 
citement how he watched the storm gather and mount 
up into the sultry skies. His voice ceases all at once, 
or is swallowed up in the increasing roar outside. It 
is as though a whole army of fiends were let loose, 
and the rapid increase of the dun-coloured darkness is 
truly appalling. It seems as though both windows of 
the salon are curtained with a grey blanket. 

Trixy gazes from one to another of the little 
group about her, but she is quiet, though inwardly 
trembling, because they are all quiet. Angelique's 
face might be cut out of white marble, save for the 
shining dark eyes ; Annchen begins to sob, and is 
hushed and reassured by Mile. Julie ; Nina has re- 
treated into the farthest comer, and is crouching there 
with her face buried ; Gertrude is striving to comfort 
her, though she looks as scared as she possibly can 
herself ; Marie Oberthur is as restless as M. Emil, and 
as curious. It is she who is the first to define the 
nature of the cloud without 

" It is just dust," she cries, turning in astonishment 
to M. Emil. 
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" Truly, Mademoiselle," he replies^ " dust raised by 
the wind, which was the first result to follow the 
electrical disturbance in the atmosphere, but the rain 
storm is close behind." 

So the dust eddies and swirls on its way, now the 
atmosphere grows brighter, then thickens again as 
badly as ever, but finally gives place to a black dark- 
ness broken by flashes of light, and the thunder adds 
its awful voice to the terrors of the scene. 

Then down comes the rain, not with a pitter 
patter, or sound as if there were any drops in it, 
but with a loud splash dash, as though it were de- 
scending in broad sheets, and the lake, which has 
become visible once more, is sending up its waters 
like dark, blue-green walls to meet it. The moun- 
tains, looming dimly through ragged masses of 
vapour, look like the genii of the storm. There are 
a few flashes of intense vividness which seem to fill 
the room with fire, and the thunder rolls over head 
and reverberates around, and then the storm has 
passed to spend its greatest fury over the lake, at- 
tracted by the volume of its waters. 

Then comes the grandest part of the scene. M« 
Emil throws open the folding glass doors, and steps 
out on to the balcony, inviting those who are not 
afraid to follow. How refreshing is the cool air that 
rushes into the sultry room ! 

'* Come, Trixy," says Angelique, and holds out her 
hand. 
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Trixy is trembling still, and her knees shake under 
her, but she will not show fear when the others are all 
so brave ; all but Niria, who can scarcely be cajoled 
out of her comer, and who bids Mile. Marie re- 
member that people have often been struck blind by 
lightning. 

"Not lightning so far off as this," says Mile. Marie ; 
" you may trust my brother Emil." 

But Nina will go no farther than the couch, and 
she tries to persuade Gertrude to remain with her in 
the dark place between the windows. 

" I will have one peep, and then come back," says 
Gertrude, as she approaches the window. 

The night has darkened naturally now ; overhead 
the sky is of an intense deep ultramarine between the 
jagged edges of the copper-tinted clouds. From the 
west comes a lambent glow, and it shines right into 
the blackness overhanging the lake. Out of the 
heaving waters themselves seem to rise spiral columns 
of fire into the thunder-cloud above. As Gertrude 
approaches, M. Emil is explaining to his little won- 
dering audience that in reality the waves of the lake 
are attracting the lightning, and drawing it down 
out of the clouds. Gertrude would have liked to 
linger, not only to hear what M. Emil is saying, but 
to breathe the delicious freshness in the air also, which 
has come with the rain ; but she has promised to re- 
turn to her limp and quaking friend. She finds Mile. 
Julie administering a dose of the infallible orange- 
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flower water, which she firmly believes in as a remedy 
for any disturbance of the nerves. 

After this, the weather becomes deliciously enjoy- 
able once more, and the usual out-of-door avocations 
are resumed. 

M. EmiFs birthday is on the 9th of September, 
and, as the days go by, the letter-box in the hall 
becomes the centre of all Trixy's thoughts. It is 
always kept locked, and Mile. Marie carries the key. 
Every morning regularly after breakfast she goes 
down to dear it of its contents from the first delivery, 
but not again during the day unless the report is 
brought to her of a letter being in the box. So, as 
often as there are deliveries during the day — for she 
reasons herself into a belief that a letter from England 
may come by any or all of them — Trixy steals down 
the stairs to where, by leaning over the balusters, she 
can command a view of the glass front of the letter- 
box. Four times she has seen a missive therein, and 
as often she has dashed up the stairs to come breath- 
less upon Mile. Marie with the exclamation, " There 
is a letter in the box ! " Once, how can she ever 
forget it, she found Mile. Marie helping Mathilde in 
the kitchen to stone some plums for conserve, and she 
quietly answered, " Very well, I will come when these 
plums are finished, and my hands are free." 

There was a whole basinful yet of the plums to be 
stoned. Trixy's face lengthened. 

" May I help you ? " 
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" No, thank you," said Mile. Marie, laughing, "you 
will eat more than you will put in the basin. We 
want no help of that kind. Run away, and I will 
call you when I am ready to go down with the 
key." 

Trixy rampaged about the corridor, which was a 
favourite resort of the girls ; especially did they like 
to stroll between the two lamps that lighted it in the 
evening, conning or reciting their lessons as they 
walked. Angelique was practising in the salon at one 
end ; at the other the door of the salle d'^tude stood 
open, and the sound of the girlish voices disputing 
made Trixy think she had rather not go near them. 
She looked in upon Angelique once to tell in a loud 
whisper, " There is a letter in the box I " 

" Is it for you ? " asked Angel, over her shoulder. 

" I don't know ; Mile. Marie is busy, and cannot go 
down yet." 

Then Trixy departed to work off her impatience 
as best she could. 

A few minutes later she was coming down the 
corridor again to take another furtive glance into the 
kitchen, and at the plums, when Angelique came out 
through the kitchen door holding up a little key in 
her hand. 

"Of the letter-box ?" screamed Trixy. 

Angel nodded. 

" Oh, you darling, how did you get it ? " 

"I said you were expecting a letter, and asked 
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her to take pity upon all the nervous people in your 
neighbourhood. She said something about your 
wanting to eat half the plums so that she might be 
at liberty sooner." 

" Oh, Angel ! but you didn't tell her the secret ? " 

" No, indeed ; wild horses shall not drag it from 
me." 

They ran down the stairs together, but the letter 
when taken out was found to be addressed to Fraulein 
Hechtenberg. 

" There are three days yet, plenty of time, don't 
you think i " said Trixy, to reassure herself, as they 
ascended the stairs much more slowly than they had 
descended them. 

" Plenty of time," said Angelique, and she 
wondered ! 

But the last day came, and the last post arrived, 
and still there was no letter, and to-morrow would be 
M. Emil's birthday. 

" It won't come now," said Trixy, with a sob of 
bitter disappointment in her throat, as they two 
talked the secret over for the last time together that 
night. • ^ 

"Perhaps it will come afterwards," said An- 
gelique, trying to be consolatory ; ** and you know 
such a gift as that can never be too late to be 
welcome." 

" I know father would send it in time if he sent it 
at all. No, it won't come now. It is too bad, too 



io8 Trixv. 

bad. I said I'd go without anything he liked. Oh, 
he might have sent it" 

Angelique had no balm in her possession for such 
a passionate disappointment as this, because she could 
not understand the certainty which had made it so 
unlooked for. 

" And I only gave half a franc towards the book, 
because I expected to have a gift all of my own to 
give, and if I had known I would have given two or 
three francs." 

Trixy had reached the lowest depths of wretched- 
ness, and she laid a more miserable head on the pillow 
that night than she had ever done since Angelique 
came back to the pensionnat 



CHAPTER IX 

M. EMIL'S BIRTHDAY. 

As if there were no such things as disappointments, 
the sun got up and shone down upon the world the 
next morning ; perhaps he was resolved, as far as he 
could, to make up for the leg of which the chances 
seemed fewer and fewer, and give M. Emil a full 
amount of golden-shine for his birthday. 

Breakfast-time was when the congratulations 
poured in, the book was presented, and the many 
little speeches, native and foreign, were made. M. 
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Emil bowed from the head of the table, and thanked 
Mesdemoiselles again and again for their kind thought 
of him, and consideration of his taste in the selection 
of a book, &c. Then he gravely announced what 
everybody knew, of course, to say nothing of expect- 
ing it as a right, that there would be a half holiday 
from lessons that afternoon ; and, as he could not 
offer to join them in any excursion to the woods or 
to the lake, he invited as many as could and would 
play to a grand game of croquet in the court He 
believed that Madame Bernini was coming to take 
tea, and their cousin from the country, Madame. 
Dumesnil, but as far as croquet was concerned, they 
would only swell the number of the spectators. Of 
course everybody, that is, all the customary croquet 
players, said they should be delighted to play, and 
that they hoped that M. Emil's would be the stronger 
side, for that surely he ought to win on his birthday. 
And M. Emil laughed, and responded to the effect 
that he did not value a victory that was not hardly 
won ; and he hoped every step of the game would be 
contested. 

They were all in the best possible humour with 
each other, and the sun never shone upon a merrier 
morning meal than that. Why do school girls love 
holidays so much that the mere prospect of half a 
one is enough to set their spirits dancing ? 

Only Trixy was silent and thoughtful, and with 
every bite of her bread-and-butter she bit down the 
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rebellious rising of that tantalising ^' might have 
been." 

Trixy's first hour was at the piano in the salon, 
and as she strummed away at the exercises that morn- 
ing, a blinding mist kept obscuring her vision and 
overflowing in bright drops that rolled down her 
cheeks to her dress. The door opened behind her, 
Trixy would not turn, but bent low over the music as 
if she were absorbed in deciphering it 

"Pardon, Mile., but the postman will not leave 
this letter, which is for you, until you sign this 
paper." 

Trixy flew round, ready to embrace Mathilde in 
her joyous excitement. 

" Where, Mathilde, where must I sign ? Oh, here 
is pen and ink. 

The darling letter had come at last ! It was here, 
and in time! She hugged it to her bosom when 
Mathilde was gone; she kissed the familiar hand- 
writing ; and then she danced, just once, round the 
room before she tore open the flap of the envelope. 
The longest, the kindest, the sweetest letter, and a 
banker's draft for the sum required. Trixy did not 
understand it, but she felt sure that this mysterious 
bit of paper could be turned without any difficulty 
into the money she wanted. Then, lest Mile. Julie 
should scruple to take so much from the child herself, 
this pearl among fathers had written a few words on 
a separate sheet of paper to say that he was much 
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interested in the case of M. Emil, and that he was 
only too glad to co-operate with his little daughter in 
helping Mile. Julie to get for him the substitute for 
the limb he had lost, and which he trusted would soon 
be procured and answer the purpose expected to the 
full. Where was Angelique > What would she say ? 
How should she communicate with her? for she 
felt that she must, first of all, let the partner in her 
secret know that the eagerly anticipated gift had 
come. 

Almost as though Trixy*s strong wish were ful- 
filling itself, Angelique appeared at that moment 
Perhaps she came to administer consolation, for 
Trixy's downcast and disappointed little face as she 
had last seen it at the breakfast table had haunted 
her. She was certainly quite unprepared for the little 
whirlwind that precipitated itself into her arms the 
moment she opened the door. 

" Oh, Angelique, it's come, it's come ! " 

" Not the letter ? " 

'* Yes, the letter, and the money too. See here, 
look, this is the money- — funny money, don't you 
think .^ — and this is his letter, his very own dear, 
sweet letter, to Mile. Julie herself. Don't you think 
he's the dearest father in the world ? And didn't I 
tell you he'd be sure to send it } " 

Angelique's surprise soon melted into the most 
unbounded admiration that thrilled through Trixy's 
little heart with the tenderest delight. 
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It was more to her than an}rthing else, that her 
love and pride should be justified in her father's ex- 
cellences. True love always delights more in the 
praise of the object beloved than it does in any ex- 
altation of self. 

When the triumphant ecstasy of both had in some 
measure expended itself, Trixy came down to the 
matter-of-fact question, "When shall I give it to 
her?" 

"In recess would be the best time, I think; it 
would not be well to break in upon a class." 

" It isn't nine o'clock yet 1 " 

"Rather more than a whole hour to wait, but 
surely we can, if we try, keep the secret that wee bit 
longer." 

" You are laughing at me ! Ah ! there is the bell, 
now I must go." 

Trixy tucked her letters into the bosom of her 
frock, gathered up her music, and ran happily away. 

Next came her French reading with M. Emil in 
his own little den, where the flowers bloomed in the 
window, and the butterflies loved to come and linger 
undisturbed by fears of entomology. And all the 
time Trixy was going haltingly through the French 
sentences, with French syllables on her lips, and a 
true English throbbing at her heart, she was looking 
down at that stiff" wooden peg stretched out in front 
of him — as M. Emil always had to dispose of the un- 
bendable pole that served him as a leg, when seated — 
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and wondering what that other 1^ would be like, that 
could be bent at will by M. Emil just as if it were 
a leg of flesh and blood. 

" Mile., you have not the faculty of attending to 
your lesson this morning ; is it that the holiday of this 
afternoon has made you already careless ? " 

Trixy started and blushed, almost as though he 
could guess her secret from her absent-mindedness. 

" I beg your pardon, Monsieur." 

But notwithstanding her contrition, ten minutes 
afterwards her mind was as much astray as ever. 

It was impossible for him to be angry with her, 
however ; there was something in the intensely happy 
sweetness of the little face that utterly disarmed him. 
Finally he closed the book, and gave it into her hands 
with a bow. 

" Now, Mile., we must take holiday this morn- 
ing as well as this afternoon, so it seems. To our 
next lesson I trust you will bring your attention." 

He was not angry — ^Trixy saw the laughter in his 
eyes — ^and so she took her book and her dismissal to- 
gether. 

" Thank you. Monsieur, before it is time for the 
next lesson you will understand." 

And so she ran laughing away to the greater trial 
of Mile. Julie's class of botany. 

It was all over at last. The recess bell tinkled 
forth a short respite from lessons, Mathilde appeared 
with the large plateful of thick slices of bread-and- 
H 
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butter, with which all were wont to regale themselves 
at this hour, general chatter replaced recitation, and 
then Trixy, with one glance into Angelique's face, 
shining in anticipation of the joy in store for Mile. 
Julie, drew out and unfolded her letter ; she spread 
out the sheet addressed to Mile. Julie, laid the draft 
upon it, and held both towards Mile. Julie, who had 
just risen to leave the salle d'^tude. 

Trixy's voice trembled from very nervous delight 
as she said^ ** Mile. Julie, will you please take this 
from my father and me to help you buy the present 
for M. Emil which we all long for him to have ? " 

Mile. Julie started, and at first looked at Trixy 
and the paper she held in her extended hand, almost 
with fear and dread. Her mind leaped to a conclu- 
sion, then as suddenly drew back, recog^nising the im- 
probability of her wild hope being realised. 

The girls pressed round, seeing something uncom- 
mon transpiring. Nina, with her clear-cut, worldly 
little face peeping over Gertrude's shoulder, was the 
first to recognise the banker's draft, see its amount, 
and to guess the reason for its presentation. 

Angelique pressed eagerly forwards in support of 
Trixy ; and, to end Mile. Julie's strained attitude of 
suspense, she took Trixy by the wrist and led her 
forwards. 

" This is Trixy's present to you and M. EmiL Ah! 
Mile. Julie, you will take it, will you not? You 
will make Trixy happy, and us all so proud and 
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glad to see M. Emil able to walk and do as other 
men." 

" But, my dear Mile., what is this } and what is it 
for ? " 

*' It is ten pounds, the ten pounds you need to buy 
the leg for M. Emil, from England, from Monsieur 
the good father of our little Trixy." 

" It is too much, too much ! " 

Then Trixy saw the strained muscles in Mile. 
Julie's face relax, and sprang forwards twining one 
arm round the governess* neck, and pressed her gift 
with the other hand. 

" It is not half enough. Mile., but you cannot 
refuse to take it, since it is all for M. Emil." 

So it all dawned upon Mile. Julie what this 
good gift meant, and presented as it was with the 
utmost delicacy of feeling, she could not refuse it. 
She read the letter first to herself, and then aloud, 
and the girls applauded enthusiastically, all save Nina, 
who forgot M. Emil and thought only of herself, and 
through whose selfish, worldly little heart shot a cruel 
pang of envy and jealousy. 

Those Swiss and German girls were eloquent in 
their expressions of delight ; who would have thought 
this quiet little English girl capable of planning and 
carrying out such a deed 1 It was "gentille,*' it was 
"bien aimable," it was "douce," and many other 
things ; she went up twenty per cent, in their estima- 
tion, they were ready to f6te and to pet her, and to 
H 2 
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magnify her generosity to any extent in their en- 
thusiasm. 

Victoria was much quieter in her comments, but 
she had her say, a say peculiarly her own, which 
caused Trixy more elation than all the more florid 
expressions of the rest 

*' I did not think you were up to such a kind act ; 
I shall think much more of you for the future." 

Victoria was utterly incapable of such a deed her- 
self, but she was all the more inclined on that account 
to overrate it in another. As for Mile. Julie herself, 
when she once realised not only that she might, but 
that she must, accept the means thus placed within 
her reach of carrying out her long-cherished scheme 
and desire, she gave rein to her great joy, and let it 
stream forth in an almost childlike outpouring. 

** We must go to Marie ; we must tell Emil ; come 
with me, mon enfant, that they may thank you more 
than I can." 

That was a dangerously happy day to Trixy. 
She was not selfish ; she was not inconsiderate ; but 
she did love to possess the approbation of those 
amongst whom she was thrown. And she had ap- 
plause enough to satisfy her utmost craving. The 
simple-minded brother and sisters heaped upon her 
gratitude and praise without stint And Madame 
Bernini must hear of it, and Madame Dumesnil, who 
was much thought of by the Miillers, and exercised 
considerable authority over them by right of her 



M, Emilys Birthday. 117 

superior position and cousinship. They always con- 
sulted her in matters of importance, and she was 
coming to-day in order to talk over a step which she 
had been strongly urging upon her relatives for some 
time past. She was pleased to approve greatly 
of the kind and generous feeling shown by the de- 
moiselle from England, and her favour set the seal 
upon the popularity accorded Trixy. 

She kept Trixy by her side, and talked to her of 
her home in England, and of her school life here in 
Lausanne. She seemed much pleased when Trixy, 
in the delight bom of the favour bestowed upon her 
that day, spoke with t,z%tx enthusiasm of her school 
life, and of the kindness she met with from her 
teachers ; and there is no doubt that Trixy's bright, 
attractive little face had its effect, and a strong effect, 
too, in confirming her determination to use every in- 
ducement to persuade her cousins to fall in with her 
views. 

She had to return to her little chdteau on the Jura 
that evening, and as she awaited the coming of Mile. 
Marie, who was to go with her to the station, she said, 
as she took leave of Trixy — 

" Adieu, mon enfant, I hope we shall meet again 
before long, and when you come to Orbe, as I hope 
you very soon will, we shall have time to know and 
love each other, if the good God permits." 

Trixy earnestly reciprocated the wish as she 
looked into the ki^^d sweet face of the elder lady, 
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which had a more tender and winning expression 
than either Mile. Julie's or Mile. Marie's, and yet had 
a considerable resemblance to theirs in feature. 

When she told Angelique afterwards of what 
Madame Dumesnil had said, and asked her if she 
understood what was meant, Angelique shook her 
head. 

" I can guess, but I may not tell you, for it is not 
my secret. There are other people who have secrets 
besides you and me, Trixy. 

" To whom does this belong ? " 

" To M. Emil and his sisters ; but, maybe, we shall 
all know it before many weeks are over." 



CHAPTER X. 

AT CHILLON. 

" Trixy, Trixy, come here, we want you." 

" Who wants me ? '' 

" I, Gertrude, Marie Oberthur, and the rest." 

" Speak for yourselves/' said Victoria's voice ; " we 
have no need of her ; she can come if she likes." 

" But Mile. Marie said we were all to arrange it 
amongst ourselves, and Madame Bernini has kindly 
agreed to go with us to any place we choose." 

'^ Well, there are quite enough of us here to settle 
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the question," said Nina ; '* everywhere is the same to 
her, for she has been nowhere hardly at present, so 
what can it matter ? Let us decide." 

" That would not be fair, and Mile. Julie would be 
angry." 

" Then let her be angry. Why is Trixy to be con- 
sidered first in everything just because she bought her 
way into favour with that cheque from England. I 
am getting sick of it all, I shall write home to my 
people ; I will not stay here to have a little purse- 
proud manufacturer's daughter set over me." 

Nina tossed her aristocratic little head, and looked 
as haughty as ever Lady Gertrude Templeton herself 
could have done. 

" I think you forget," said Gertrude quietly, " that 
our father, too^ is a merchant, and when you speak in 
that way of Trixy you speak against us as well." 

" There is a difference," said Nina graciously ; " it 
is only when, 'like the pet plant, such people grow pert, 
we soon trace them to their original dirt, under a 
hedge.' " 

There was but a very equivocal compliment in 
this quotation, which might have had anything but the 
desired effect if Gertrude had been able to take in its 
full application. Happily, all that she did understand 
was that Nina intended to exclude her from the con- 
demnation pronounced upon Trixy. 

" All the difference that I can see," said Gertrude 
boldly, "is that Trixy is more thoughtful and generous 
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than most people who have money to spend, and we 
all love her for it." 

" You dear simpleton," said Nina, '* can you not see 
that Trixy calculated the effect which her gift would 
produce upon those who have so little money. Ten 
pounds is nothing to her, she got it for the asking, 
but it has procured for her just what she wanted, 
and could not get by any other means, a more im- 
portant position in the school." 

" For my part, I am about tired of it, too," said 
Victoria ; " it was all very well up to a certain point, 
and I was as willing as anybody to give Trixy the 
credit due to her, but there has been a great deal 
too much made of it ; money isn't everything, and I 
had a great deal rather be clever than rich. In a 
school like this, I think that those ought to be the 
most thought of who are likely to do their teachers 
the most credit." 

" And so I think," said Marie Oberthur emphati- 
cally. " I am very fond of Trixy, and I am not 
going to say one word against her, but she has got 
to be just a small bit ' uppish ' since M. Emil's birth- 
day." 

" Hush ! " said Gertrude, '* here she comes." 

Trixy came hurrying across the corridor, and 
entered the salle d'etude with a fair amount of assur- 
ance that did not characterise her a few weeks ago. 
This was more the Trixy of Allandale than of 
Switzerland. 
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"Well, g^ls, what do you want me for? " 

Victoria came forward as spokeswoman, and with 
the clever irony she could assume at times, she gave 
Trixy a mocking bow as she said — 

" We took the liberty to summon your majesty 
that we might learn your sovereign will and pleasure 
concerning the use to which a certain whole day's 
holiday, which we believe your majesty knows to 
be pending, shall be put It is proposed that, under 
the escort of our friend Madame Bernini, we shall 
make an excursion by steamboat on the lake, but to 
what place is, perhaps, a question which your majesty 
can decide." 

The other girls were giggling behind their hand- 
kerchiefs. Nina looked haughtily contemptuous upon 
what she considered Victoria's waste of words, for 
sense of humour she had none. Trixy took it all in 
good part She had been made so much of during the 
last few weeks, that this apparent deference to her 
seemed to be no more than her due. 

" How awfully good of you to let me choose ! I 
do so want to see Chillon ; let us go there." 

This answer pleased Victoria, for it was to Chil- 
lon that she wanted to go ; she was anxious to make 
a sketch of the pillar in the dungeon to which 
Bonivard was chained. She and Nina had been 
at issue on this very point ; Nina wanted to go 
to Vevey, and Victoria to Chillon ; Marie Oberthur 
and Gertrude not caring in the least whether either, 
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or both, were decided upon ; if anything, they pre- 
ferred Chillon, as giving them a longer time upon 
the lake. 

Nina rose angrily. 

" I will go to Vevey, or nowhere," she said, and 
went in search of Mile. Marie, to whom she poured 
out her grievance, having an instinctive feeling that 
she would think more than Mile. Julie would of the 
assurance with which she intended to wind up her 
complaint, that of writing home concerning the treat- 
ment to which she had been subjected. 

Mile. Marie was busy correcting some exercises^ 
she looked up and said quietly — 

" Mile., you are in temper just now ; when that 
is past we will inquire into the matter. Sit down, 
I beg you." 

Mile. Marie went on with her writing, and Nina, 
inwardly fuming, sat there and watched her, consoling 
herself by taking a cruel inventory of all the points 
of difference between this big-boned Swiss governess 
and herself The *' no complexion to speak of," the 
stiff brown hair in inelegant poufs, the prominent eyes, 
the large nose, the strong capable hands. It goes 
without telling that in Nina's estimation it was Mile. 
Marie who suffered by the comparison; and yet, if 
the vain little self-sufficient English girl could have 
known of the grander qualities of mind and soul that 
lay behind the plain exterior, and the value of these 
in the sight of Him who judges not by the beauty 
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which is only skin-deep, I think she must have felt 
just a little humiliated. 

Ten minutes ticked slowly past, then Mile. Marie 
closed her books. 

" Now, Mile., I am at your service, that is, if you 
are still of the same mind that you were." 

Nina's grievance had grown bigger instead of less, 
but she was able to give it a more temperate con- 
sideration, and to tell it with less animosity than she 
would have done when first she entered the salle-4- 
manger. When Mile. Marie was in possession of the 
facts, she decided that the excursion could easily be 
so arranged that all might have their wish ; she was 
quite sure that Madame Bernini would only be too 
glad to take them first to Chillon, and then to Vevey, 
where they might spend an hour or two before coming 
home. 

This was not quite the solution of the difficulty 
that Nina had hoped for, but it was the one she was 
obliged to accept. 

The holiday was being given as a matter of con- 
venience. M. Emil left the day before for Paris, to see 
the doctors and give his order in person for that 
wonderful leg which was so eagerly anticipated by all. 
Mile. Julie had despatched him with as many pre- 
parations and directions as though she had been 
sending him to the Antipodes ; her solicitude was quite 
maternal. He would be absent for nearly a week. 
Mile. Marie had to go to Orbe on one of those days, 
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to see Madame Dumesnil about the secret to which 
Angelique had alluded. This was the day for which 
Madame Bernini had kindly offered to take charge of 
the elder girls. 

Trixy's delight in the proposed excursion sank 
considerably when she learnt that Angelique was to 
remain at home with Mile. Julie in charge of the 
house and of Annchen and Esther. A good substan- 
tial luncheon was put up for them the night before 
by Mathilde, in divisions, so that it might be easily 
carried and burden nobody. They had to walk to 
Ouchy in time for the early boat, which left between 
seven and eight, and this necessitated a very early 
rising. Early as it was, however, Nina made the most 
careful of toilettes ; Victoria was too intent upon col- 
lecting all her sketching materials, and Trixy upon 
taking leave of Angelique, who watched them from 
her pillow, to pay more than the most careless regard 
to personal appearance. 

Mathilde served them with coffee and rolls from 
the kitchen, and they broke their fast as they paraded 
the corridor and listened for Madame Bernini's 
summons to them from below. The bell rang, and 
Trixy, with the last portion of her roll in her hand, 
rushed back to the dormitory. 

" My gloves, oh ! where are they J Good-bye, you 
darling,*' throwing a kiss in the direction of An- 
gelique, "I do wish you were coming; good-bye, 
good-bye 1" 
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She ran after the others, the merry feet trooped 
down the stairs, the corridor doors were shut, and 
then the quiet day began for those left behind. 

" It is a lovely morning," was Madame Bernini^s 
greeting; '*we shall have what you call 'fine wezzer,' 
is it not so, Mile. } " to Nina. " Ah ! you are very 
pretty, and I, I am proud to have the escort of a 
young lady so beautiful ! " 

Madame Bernini was a g^eat admirer of Nina; her 
dress, "tout k la mode," her "beaux yeux," her "belle 
mani^re, &c., were wont to excite her enthusiasm, and 
she was always well pleased to have the pretty English 
girl, whom everybody turned to admire, by her side 
in any public resort, or place of amusement 

Nina had calculated that once she obtained the ear 
of Madame Bernini she would see if she could not 
reverse so much of Mile. Marie's decision as to get 
her own way to all intents and purposes. 

They had only hurried a little way along the 
Avenue de la Gare, when Trixy discovered that, in 
her haste and pre-occupation, she had snatched up 
two gloves that were not a pair, but were both for one 
hand. She was walking with Marie Oberthur, and 
the two paused in fits of laughter when the ludicrous 
mistake was discovered. 

•* I must go back, I am afraid" 

" It is too late, you cannot ; but I will just ask 
Madame." And Marie good-naturedly flew forwards 
with the information to Madame Bernini. That 
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good lady stopped, pulled out her watch, and shook 
her head. 

" It is impossible, we have only just time to catch 
the boat ; Trixy must come as she is." 

Fortunately the two gloves were for the right 
hand, so that Trixy could make that respectable ; 
she drew the other on to the left hand with renewed 
laughter, the glove thumb coming in the middle of 
the back of the hand, and to hide the defect thrust it 
into the bosom of her jacket. 

It was the first day of October, a crisp and spark- 
ling morning, with just a touch of frost in the air to 
make it exhilarating. In such an atmosphere even 
the wrinkled old faces of the fruit women down by 
the lake jeemed to receive back a gleam of their lost 
youth, while those of the girls themselves, as they 
trooped after Madame Bernini on to the deck of 
the steamboat from the little wooden pier, were a 
picture. There were not many passengers, and they 
obtained^lmost their pick of the seats on the upper 
deck. 

There is no other place I know which so well ful- 
fils one's ideal of fairy-land as that lovely lake, 
radiant with the changing hues of sunset and sunrise. 
The Diablerets seemed clothed in flame-coloured light 
as Marie Oberthur pointed them out to Trixy ; and 
then the Dent du Midi with its eternal snows, and all 
the other heights that girdle this lovely crystal sea. 
Marie Oberthur knew them all by name, and the 
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villages and towns also, Grandvaux and Cully, and 
Vevey, and Clarens, and Montreux, and ViUeneuve, 
&c., and Trixy gazed and gazed until her little mind 
and heart were full of joy, which had the one under- 
current to balance it, the longing wish — "Oh, if 
Angelique were only here ! " 

Then they sighted Chillon in the far distance, a 
little fairy-like building standing out in the lake; but 
it gfrew upon their vision as they glided nearer and 
nearer, till the grand water-washed walls and massive 
towers stood out sharply defined in the clear ambient 
air. Lac Leman, and Chillon, and Bonivard have 
been so often described and written about, that 
everyone who reads at all is familiar, nowadays, 
with their appearance and history. I must not add 
one more to the many descriptive accounts, but only 
tell you how my little company of school girls were 
affected by them. 

Nina was bored ; one visit was enough for her, and 
this was her fifth or sixth. She liked to be able to 
say, with a languid air of indifference, " Oh, yes, I 
have seen Chillon — ^very much over-rated, don't you 
think ? *' It gave prestige, even to a girl, to be able 
to speak in this way of any place at a respectable 
distance from one's home. Trixy was thrilled with 
the romance attached to it, and felt practically that 
•Bonivard must have had a very uncomfortable time. 
Its historical associations appealed to Marie, its 
modem attractions to Gertrude. Victoria opened out 



128 Trixv. 

her sketching materials in business-like fashion, and 
sat down in the very dungeon of Bonivard to sketch 
the pillar which was to him a living death, and the 
source of such frightful agony. 

How incongruous were the voices of the present 
and the past I 

Marie was looking over her shoulder, half envious 
of her skilful pencil ; and Victoria, pleased to have a 
listener, began to chatter. 

'^ My sister Annette painted a picture once of this 
prison dungeon, enlarged and worked out, you know, 
from a photograph. She had never been here, of 
course. Then she wanted a Bonivard, and she could 
not paint him all out of her own imagination ; so what 
did she do, she got a wooden man, one of those little 
anatomical models, you know what I mean." 

Marie did not know, but it did not much matter ; 
a wooden man was not beyond the scope of her 
imagination. 

" And she dressed him up and painted him. The 
effect was wonderful, for the man in her picture was 
as wooden every bit as her model ; you ' never could, 
not by the wildest stretch of imagination, have sup- 
posed, him to be anything else but a man of wood. 
We often joke her about her wooden man to this day, 
and her last picture was exhibited at the Grosvenor, 
and sold splendidly. The man of wood is still some- 
where in existence, I believe, hidden away amongst 
some old canvases in the studio," 
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" Victoria, Marie, come, we are going ! " 

Nina's voice came shrilly and imperatively through 
the vaulted chamber. 

" Going ! already ! what nonsense ! " said Victoria 
to her companion, steadily continuing her drawing. 
She lifted her voice and shouted back, 

* I can't come, I'm not ready yet ; I am sure 
Madame is in no hurry." 

" Well, I have told you." Nina's voice was nearer 
now : " If you don't come, you must take the conse- 
quences. We are going to walk to Montreux, and 
take the boat from there to Vevey. Madame Bernini 
is already crossing the bridge ; you will be left behind 
if you don't look out." 

She was retreating as she finished her announce- 
ment, and raised her voice as she departed to prevent 
any inconvenient remonstrance following her. 

" We had better go," said Marie. 

Victoria rose, snapping to her pencil-case sharply, 
and closing her drawing book. 

"That's one to you. Mile. Nina; but I'll be even 
with you yet, see if I don't. We've had no time here, 
I have only just got the outline; it is a shame, a 
fearful shame." 

They hurried along, finding their way out as best 
they could, according to Marie's recollection of a 
former visit As they crossed the bridge, they saw 
Madame Bernini and the three girls in the distance ; 
Madame had paused and was glancing anxiously 
I 
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"Victoria will not mind very much," said Ger- 
trude. 

" Here she comes ; we will go back and ask her/^ 
said Madame. 

So Madame Bernini met Victoria with apologies 
and regrets that she should have been hurried, and 
assurances that now if she liked to go back and finish 
her drawing, they would sit down here and wait for 
her, if she would promise to come as quickly as she 
possibly could. 

Victoria hesitated for one moment, and then asked, 

" Will you come with me^ Marie ? " 

" Yes, certainly, if you want me." 

" Thank you, Madame, very much indeed ; I shall 
be glad to go back for a little, it will not take me 
long." 

The two girls turned back to the castle "again, 
much to the chagrin of Nina, who considered herself 
wholly indebted to Trixy for this second failure of 
her plans. 

Madame Bernini seated herself upon the low stone 
wall bordering the lake, and invited the girls to follow 
her example. The sun glared down hotly on the 
white road. Beyond the wall on the farther side 
vineyards stretched for a considerable distance up the 
hillside, with the small green and purple grapes ripe 
for harvest. 

" Shall we go and buy some grapes ? " said 
Gertrude to Trixy; "I know there is a little shop 
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where we can get some, just round the corner of the 
road." 

" Oh, yes, do let us go ; may we, Madame ? " 

The kind-hearted little woman nodded pleasantly, 
and the two girls went oflf together, returning after a 
while with a small basket piled high with bunches of 
grapes. Madame regaled herself willingly, and chatted 
gaily the while ; Nina ate greedily, without the grace 
of forgiveness or thanks, but as though it were con- 
descension on her part to accept such refreshments 
from those whom she looked upon as her inferiors. 

It is a pretty walk from Chillon to Montreux, and 
very enjoyable. Victoria's good humour was perfectly 
restored when she and Marie rejoined the rest. She 
had made a capital little sketch, which Madame 
praised and admired, and which Gertrude and Trixy 
commended without stint. 

With only the one exception, they climbed the 
long hill in the greatest possible spirits, beguiling 
the way with merry converse and laughter, and so 
entered the romantic and lovely little lake town of 
Montreux. Here were shops in abundance, and piles 
of millinery and laces and filigree ornaments enough 
to delight the soul even of Nina. They loitered 
through the place, studying every window, and then 
ate their lunch down by the lake side while waiting 
for the midday steamboat to Vevey. Here again 
was realised the desire of Nina's heart. They as- 
cended first to the terrasse and the cemetery, and 
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then descending into the streets, wandered about ex- 
amining the shops, the windows of which contained 
a most tempting display. 

Then they went to the quay to ascertain precisely 
when the boat touched there, and, finding that they 
had still more than an hour on their hands, meditated 
another stroll through the town ; but Trixy begged to 
be left by the water-side to rest on one of the seats 
there, as she was so tired she really could not walk 
any farther. Her pale face corroborated her words, 
and Madame Bernini sent back a message to her by 
Nina to tell her to be sure and walk straight along the 
shore, as soon as she was rested, to the other pier 
where the boat touched in the evening, and there 
wait for them. Madame Bernini would not trust to 
her own French to make clear so important an in- 
junction as this to Trixy, but placed her confidence in 
Nina, who was so thoroughly conversant with both 
languages. 

Nina ran back ; the distance was short to where 
Trixy was sitting, but it afforded her time to perceive 
that now was her opportunity to retaliate for the 
morning's defeat, and to confuse matters in such a 
way that Trixy should be blamed for the mishap 
which she desired to bring about. 

" You may stay and rest, Madame says, but you 
are to be sure and wait for us at the pier." 

" I shall not want to go away from this seat," said 
Trixy ; " you will find me here." 
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Madame Bernini was a little irresolute as she cast 
a last glimpse at the little tired figure sitting there in 
the red sunset glow before the wide panorama of lake 
and mountains. 

" Perhaps we had better all stay," she said hesi- 
tatingly. 

" Oh, no, please let us go once more through the 
best street." 

" Oh, Madame, it would be too bad to punish us 
all because Trixy is tired ! " 

Madame allowed herself to be coaxed away by 
Nina and the others, and the time flew as before, in 
the fascinating study of the shops, and they had to 
make a rush down to the pier finally, only just in time 
to catch the boat ; and someway, in the haste and con- 
fusion, Trixy was forgotten until they were all on 
board and the boat had started on its homeward way. 
Then Madame remembered the one little missing 
figure which had nowhere been visible at the pier, and 
a frantic despair seized her. It was dreadful the 
arrival at home minus one of her charges, and she 
could not in the least understand how it had 
happened. Nina, who could have suggested a pro- 
bable explanation, discreetly held her tongue, seeing 
no necessity to criminate herself, even as a matter of 
common honesty. 
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CHAPTER XL 

TRIXT FINDS HER SOUL, 

Trixy in the meantime has kept her seat by the 
pier. At first she is too tired to do anything but 
enjoy the privilege of resting. Then she becomes 
interested in watching the little boats put off from 
shore, and the tiny sails, like wings, hoisted ; and she 
watches the effect of these flitting white and brown 
sails against glassy lake and purple mountain. 

Then the red-gold fades from the water, and shines 
for a little with a gleam of more than earthly bright- 
ness upon the snow peaks of the Dent du Midi, and 
then leaves them in cold and passionless purity. 
Trixy is reminded by this unearthly gleam of the 
concluding lines in a piece of French poetry she has 
lately been learning for M. Emil : 

'* Loin de cette vie 
J'irai voir une patrie 
Ou tout doit 6tre meilleur." 

A glitter by the side of one of the ice peaks at- 
tracts her attention, and, looking closely, she is 
obliged to admit that it is a star. This brings her 
thoughts back quickly to earth. And now how dark 
the shadows are growing upon the lake, purple at the 
base of the mountains, and the air is chill after the 
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heat of the day. She remembers that the boat was 
to leave at six o'clock, but surely it must be later 
than that! and where are her companions? Not a 
trace of them is to be seen. The pier is just in front 
of her, the boat could not possibly have come and 
gone without her seeing it She pulls out her watch, 
and, to her dismay, finds that it is seven o'clock. 
Madame Bernini and the girls must have gone, and 
she is left here alone. She is terrified when she fully 
realises this. The glory of lake and mountain 
vanishes, and fear takes possession of her. What is 
she to do ? She glances round in despair, and sees a 
boatman hauling up his boat on to the beach. She 
leaves her seat, and, mustering all the French she 
can command, goes and addresses him. 

" The boat for Lausanne ! why, that has gone 
an hour ago from the other pier." 

"The other pier?" questions Trixy bewildered; 
*' what other pier ? " 

He explains, and she just manages to catch a 
glimmer of his meaning suflScient to show her how 
she has been unfortunate enough to miss them. 

She goes back to her seat, utterly at a loss as to 
what she can do. How cold, how lonely it is ! And 
there stands the mountain, so lately aflame with rose- 
coloured lights, now glimmering white in the starlight. 
Something of its holy calm descends into her little 
troubled soul. 

She knows that there is a God in heaven who 
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keeps watch over her, and that He will not let harm 
come to her because she loves Him. She feels that 
He is with her in her loneliness, that He is looking 
down from heaven upon her, and that He will keep 
her from all the fear that presses upon her. She is 
gfrowing stronger and more brave already. For a 
little happy while she quite loses sight of her desertion, 
it passes in the longing that fills her heart to be more 
like Him, for she feels that she has something within 
her that will never die, that will live through endless 
years till He shall take her to Himself, and even then 
it will not die, but live on for still more years that 
will be but the beginning of eternity. She has a 
curious feeling that this soul about which she knows 
so little, is the better part of her, that it is the breath 
of God Himself ; that it is like Him, and must return 
to Him ; that it exists not for itself alone, but that 
it may help others to get free from the wrong 
thoughts and deeds that make slaves of them. She 
feels sure that the soul within her has a purpose to 
fulfil in living, and that the living must be to Him 
who gave it. The knowledge comes to her that it 
must have been given to her for this very reason, that 
she might of her own accord devote it to His service. 
She is no longer sad, no longer lonely, for she is 
able to thank God out of a little heart that is over- 
flowing with love and gratitude for bringing her here 
by herself in the sight of this lovely mountain to teach 
her a lesson she can never forget 



Trixy Finds Her Soul. 139 

The fisherman, leaning on the side of his boat, has 
been watching her, a little solitary figure with the 
wistful, eager face, and eyes that every now and then 
fill and overflow with tears ; and at last some impulse 
moves him to go and say to her that if Mademoiselle 
wishes to return to Lausanne, there is the railway 
train ; why should she not take that ? 

Of course there is, and Trixy had never thought 
of that. She thanks him very gratefully, and asks 
him to direct her to the station, 

" Come, and I will show you the way," he says. 

She can do nothing better, and after one backward 
glance at the star-crowned mountain, which she has 
got to look upon as a friend in her distress, she turns 
and follows her guide. 

He leads her through several streets, and then 
directs her so that she cannot fail to find her way. 

Trixy wonders whether she ought to address him 
as monsieur when she thanks him, every man seems to 
be a monsieur in this country. She decides that it will 
be best to be on the safe side, and so gives him a shy 
little " Thank you, monsieur," when he is about to go 
on his own way. It is evidently the right thing, so Trixy 
thinks, for he doffs his cap with the air of a gentleman, 
although he looks like a common boatman, and departs. 

Trixy finds the station without any further diffi- 
culty, and the first official she meets is as kind as the 
boatman. There is no train till half-past nine o'clock, 
but without doubt Mile, can travel by that. 
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She has still two hours to wait ; shall she remain 
at the station, or shall she attend to the craving that is 
beginning to make itself felt within ? It is long since 
she has eaten anything, and now that her chief and 
greatest anxiety is relieved, and she knows exactly 
what she must do, she feels really very hungry 
indeed. 

So she decides in favour of trying to find something 
to eat, and goes to look for a confectioner's shop where 
she may get cakes and chocolate. She finds one just 
a few streets from the station, a tidy-looking woman 
is closing up the door for the night when Trixy 
addresses her. 

"Can you let me have some chocolate and 
cakes i " begins Trixy. " I have missed the last 
boat for Lausanne, and I must wait for the train, and 
I am hungry." 

" Ah, what a pity ! but come in. Mile., you shall 
soon be served." 

She leads the child down a few steps, and into 
the quaint little shop, to a small inner room bright 
with a wood fire blazing, and on the hearth a little 
table stands with a white cloth upon it. The room 
is tiny and low, but clean as a new pin, and very 
curious to Trixy's eyes in its furniture. The wo- 
man very quickly places a large white cup full of 
brown chocolate and a plate of tempting-looking 
cakes before the hungry child, who loses no time in 
eating and drinkin|^. This is c^uite an adventure, and 
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she does not mind it at all now, so nicely are all her 
difficulties being smoothed away for her by these 
kindly and courteous people. She wonders what 
they are all thinking in Square de Georgette, and 
feels sure that Angelique and Mile. Julie will be very 
anxious about her^ but that will soon all be at an end 
now. 

When she has finished she pays and thanks the 
woman very heartily for her kindness, then goes back 
to the station to find that she may take her ticket 
now. A few minutes later and she has her seat in 
the train which is gliding out from the station, by the 
darkening lake, curving along the side of some of the 
lower hills, passing the base of the mountains, now 
rushing through the hollow of them, then out again 
into the night where the silent lake sleeps amongst 
the overhanging ghost mountains. 

When the train draws up at the station at Ouchy, 
the first persons she sees on the lighted platform are 
Angelique and Mile. Julie, who search the passing 
carriages with unmistakable anxiety. 

*' There she is ! " cries Angelique, and darts for- 
wards. Trixy is in her arms the next minute. 

" Oh, my littlei.one, thank God you are safe and 
well ! How has it happened that you were left 
behind ! How could they have lost you ? " 

Mile. Julie thinks she ought at least to appear a 
little angry, and tries to look the reprimand she has 
been given to understand Trixy deserves, but she is 
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too thankful to have the child safely under her eye 
once more not to feel more gladness than anything 
else. 

" I suppose it was a mistake," says Trixy ; " there 
was another pier and I did not know." 

" But my cousin made Nina explain to you that 
the return boat did not start from the same pier at 
which you landed in the morning." 

It is Mile. Julie who speaks ; after their first out- 
burst, Angelique's eyes seem to be engaged in silently- 
devouring her recovered pet 

" Nina only told me to wait till they came, and I 
never left my seat till I found that it was seven 
o'clock and the stars were beginning to come out." 

" Then it is through Mile. Nina's carelessness that 
we have suffered all this suspense and anxiety ! " 

It did not occur to Mile. Julie's simple mind that 
there could have been any intentional wrong in Nina's 
conduct, and the real culprit never received the full 
amount of blame she had so richly deserved. 

All the household but Mile. Marie were in bed 
when the three reached Square de Georgette, so 
little was said, even by Trixy, that night; she was 
glad to put her tired head on her pillow, and let the 
day's remembered events pass into the world of 
dreams. 

The next day Nina received a severe reprimand for 
her carelessness, and so the matter ended, for her 
thankfully; for she had been more frightened than she 
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cared to confess when she found how completely suc- 
cessful her little act of revenge had been. 

When school was over the next day, Trixy gave 
the whole account of the previous day's doings and 
sayings to Angelique. Sitting at Angel's knee, with 
her young face lifted, she tried to tell her, too, of some 
of the thoughts that had come to her when she sat 
alone by the lake, watching the sunset lights on the 
Dent du Midi. 

" I wish that I could always remember that I have 
a soul which must be kept good so that it may live 
with Him ; but I forget it so often. I wish God 
would teach me to think more of that which is to live 
for ever than I do of my body." 

Angelique's wistful gaze came back from the far- 
away horizon upon which it had been fixed to the 
little face that was so dear to her, and a smile of deep 
joy lighted up her countenance. 

" He will, if you ask Him ; you must trust Him, 
you must believe Him, and you must exert yourself, 
too." 

" What can I do ? " 

** You can use every effort to conquer your faults 
so that they do not increase and darken your soul." 

" Do you think it was my fault I was left behind 
yesterday ? " 

** In one way, yes ; in another way, no. If you 
had been on better terms with the rest it would hardly 
have happened." 
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Tears were very near to Trixy's eyes, but she 
kept them from falling. 

"It is not all my fault that we do not agree 
better." 

" No/* said Angel ; " it is the fault of you three 
English girls that each wants to be first. Nina, be- 
cause she has beauty, and her family is noble ; 
Victoria, because she has cleverness, and her family 
have great ability; you, because your father has 
money and big houses. But you can't all three take 
the lead, however much you may strive. Once there 
was a dispute amongst the Apostles which should be 
greatest, so I suppose it is natural to try to be first ; 
but it is not Christ-like, for our Lord took a little 
child and set him in the midst, and then said to his 
Apostles, * Whosoever shall humble himself as this 
little child, the same shall be greatest in the kingdom 
of heaven.* And another time He said that the first 
shall be last and the last first, and I am sure He 
meant that he who strives to be first shall be last, and 
he who is content to be last shall be first." 

"But, Angelique, it is just as good to be rich as 
to be pretty, and Nina has no right '* 

" Ah, that is where you are wrong ! It is no good 
of your own that you are either one or the other. 
God makes you rich, God makes you pretty ; thank 
Him ! but don't think you are any better, or even as 
good as others, just because He has given you more." 

" Nina is so quarrelsome." 
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" But one cannot quarrel alone, there must always 
be two. You get so angry, my Trixy, that they just 
delight to vex you. Take no notice, keep silence, or 
answer pleasantly, and they will soon grow ashamed. 
Will you read just this one little verse through with 
me } " and Angel pointed with her finger to the open 
page of the Bible which lay on her knee, guiding 
Trixy's glance from word to word : 

" Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the 
earthy 

" Power does not come to those who claim it for 
themselves, that is, true power does not. You may 
be exacting, and tyrannical, but that will not give 
you any real power, power that lasts, for it is sure to 
be overthrown on the first opportunity; but meekness 
is a power in itself that lasts for ever." * 

Thinking over Angelique's words in her own quiet 
way that night, Trixy asked herself whose was the 
most controlling spirit in that little household, and she 
passed in review all the most prominent members. Not 
M. Emil, in whom was vested natural authority. Not 
Mile. Julie, who stood next him in age. Not Mile. 
Marie, who gave many orders and maintained much 
discipline. There was a stronger influence shed 
abroad than theirs singly or combined, and all the 
more powerful because it was so unobtrusive. They 
obeyed M. Emil and his sisters because they were set 
in authority over them, but Angelique's softly breathed 
words and presence were the real spring of their best 
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motives and actions. To see her eyes light up, and 
to hear her fervent " God bless you, as I am sure He 
will whenever you make a right effort," was a more 
eagerly-striven-for reward than even M. Emil's com- 
mendations. But Angelique herself was the very last 
person to suspect this. Trixy lying thinking saw 
that it was so, and made up her mind to strive 
for this ornament of a meek and quiet spirit which 
is always ready to "esteem each other better than 
Itself" 

M. Emil came back from Paris in excellent spirits ; 
the doctors there held out to him every hope that he 
would be able to use the leg, which he had left orders 
to have made, with perfect ease. 

Shortly after his return, the secret to which allu- 
sion has several times been made was divulged : there 
was no need to keep it a mystery any longer, as 
everything had now been decided upon. Madame 
Dumesnil was naturally very anxious to have her 
relatives living nearer to her, and had at last suc- 
ceeded in persuading them to take a house at Orbe 
and remove the whole school thither. She could 
secure them some additional pupils, and their ex- 
penses would be much less than in Lausanne, where 
the rich English people had doubled the prices of 
everything. Indeed, there were many reasons why 
the change was most desirable. To Nina the prospect 
was odious. " We see little enough here, but to be 
buried in that horrid out-of-the-world place, and 
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compelled to associate with cattle-drovers and milk- 
maids is too dreadful. I shall write home to my 
people at once to fetch me away." 

Victoria, too, looked grave, but to the rest the 
prospect of a change of residence was delightful, 
especially when kind Madame Dumesnil invited all 
the girls to become her guests during the removal. 
It was arranged therefore that they should all go to 
Orbe under Angelique's charge as soon as it was 
necessary to begin to dismantle the house. 

"We shall lose Marie Oberthur," said Angelique; 
*' I am sorry for that,' for she is a clever, good-hearted 
girl ; but, as she is at the High School, she must go 
to a fresh pension here." 

And Marie Oberthur herself was sorry ; there was, 
however, no help for it 

One day in the middle of October Angelique and 
her six charges, with endless trunks and packages, 
found themselves en route for Orbe, which is a curious 
little old town on the slope of the Jura, not very far 
from Neuchatel. 

Madame Dumesnil met them at the station, and 
there was great fun packing themselves and their 
luggage away in the various vehicles brought for 
them to convey them to the Chiteau du Prd They 
had full three miles to drive across an open country, 
which struck our English girls as very wide and open 
indeed after our own compact little island ; and on 
the one hand were the blue edges of the heights of 
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the Jura range, and on the other the white teeth of 
the Alps. 

The Chateau du Pr6 was a large house for a lady 
to live in alone. Double the number of guests could 
have been accommodated without any difficulty, so 
you will readily understand that it was quite an easy 
matter to provide for the present inroad. To Trixy's 
great joy, she and Angelique were to share the same 
room, and there were only two little white-curtained 
beds in it. There were three long narrow windows, 
with deep window seats, looking into a grand old 
garden, where all the trees stood in their burnished 
autumn tints. 

I wish I were able to describe that quaint old 
house to you in detail — its floors of old polished oak, 
its long corridors, its queer little rooms hidden here 
and there in comers cut off from the big ones, its 
steps up here, and steps down there, the treasures of 
old furniture, and cabinets and pictures. You felt that 
it was a house about which endless legends and tales 
could be told, that every room had its history. And 
you had a quite unconquerable feeling that when its 
present inhabitants were all safely slumbering in their 
beds at night, the old inhabitants, divested of their 
mortal fleshy sat in the old rooms and moved about 
the corridors and conversed. Some of the portraits 
of dead and gone Dumesnils looked as though they 
only wanted the friendly cover of the night shadows 
to enable them to talk and walk once more. 
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To the curious romance-loving minds of school 
girls, the chdteau was a regular treasure-house of 
interest, and Madame Dumesnil the very kindest of 
cicerones, for she was never weary of showing them 
the accumulated stores of past generations, and telling 
them, as far as she could, the traditions connected 
with each. 

But the weather was lovely outside, and they had 
to take advantage of it in drives and walks to make 
themselves acquainted with the neighbourhood ; and 
to explore the old town also, with its cobble pave- 
ments, its bridges over the Orbe river, its old church 
reached by flights of wooden steps, and its one wide 
and many narrow and winding streets. The new 
residence of the Miillers was not far from the chiteau, 
and it too had a garden with a grass lawn which might 
be made available for croquet, and be a good sub- 
stitute for the granite court in Square de Georgette. 
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A GLASS HOUSE SHATTERED. 

The old ch&teau looked like a palace of sunbeams in 
the light of one of those golden October days, when 
the earth and the heavens seemed one dazzle of 
brightness and beauty. 

" We will drive to the Source de TOrbe to-day," 
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announced Madame Dumesnil at breakfast, " the most 
interesting of our excursions^ which I have been keep- 
ing to the last. To-morrow my cousins will all dine 
here, and the next day, I am sorry to say, I am to 
lose you, for Maison Pierrot will by that time be 
quite ready for occupation." 

The latter part of Madame's announcement did 
not to any considerable extent negative the delight 
given by the first. Charming as their stay with her 
was, and had been, still there was an amount of 
natural curiosity rife amongst them to see their new 
residence. 

The carriage was brought round into the court- 
yard at eleven o'clock. Only the four elder girls and 
Angelique were to accompany Madame; Annchen 
and Esther, well provided with toys and games, were 
to remain at home in the care of Madame's maid 
Elise. 

" Angelique, dear," said Madame, as they all fol- 
lowed her down to the entrance hall, "you shall 
sit by me, and one of you young ladies may mount 
to the box ; which shall it be ? " 

*• Oh, please let me," exclaimed Nina, 

She had hoped that the seat given to Angelique 
would be hers, and was inwardly annoyed that it was 
not; but she thought it preferable to sit by the coach- 
man rather than form one of three on the front seat 
facing Angelique and Madame. 

" Very well. Be careful how you climb up ; set 
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one foot here ; I will help you. That is right ; now 
you are safely seated, and will have a splendid view 
from there. Now, children, jump in ; if Trixy is 
squeezed too tightly between Victoria and Gertrude, 
she shall come and sit on my knee." 

" I have plenty of room, Madame ; we are very 
comfortable, are we not ? " to Gertrude and Victoria, 
both of whom responded with fervour. Madame's 
kind hospitality had had the effect of putting them all 
into the best of humours with themselves and each 
other. 

Annchen and Esther, each with a large doll in her 
arms, stood on the top of the flight of stone steps to 
wave them farewell ; and behind them were Elise and 
other domestics of the ch&teau. 

The carriage bowled out of the courtyard, and 
over the smooth, firm road. The Romans were the 
original settlers at Orbe, and had left their usual 
legacy behind them of well-made roads. 

They had brought no luncheon basket with them, 
because Madame, who had planned this excursion 
some time ago, had arranged for it the previous 
day, by ordering lunch at a hotel in Vallorbe, and 
from there they were to walk to the source, the 
carriage coming to meet them there at the time she 
should appoint 

The Orbe wound through the country they 
traversed, now dancing on its way between its green 
wooded banks, now winding in sinuous curves, then 
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boulders that made an ineffectual effort to bar its 
progress. Now it was hidden by woods and hills, now 
it flashed out again into the sunshine, as though 
mocking them for the trouble they were taking to 
find its beginning. 

La Source de TOrbe is very remarkable in some 
respects, and attracts many visitors. Following the 
course of the stream backwards, you are brought into 
a huge semi-circle of rocks, and that, directly facing 
you, rises sheer upwards into the sky, shutting out the 
sunlight. In the green twilight at its base there is a 
still, dark pool, so still, so calm that you cannot 
detect any motion ; some dozen or two yards away 
the water foams and dashes over its rocky bed. But 
that still pool is the source of the river, for it steals its 
way through the rock, and is, without doubt, the sub- 
terranean outlet from the Lac de Joux. On either 
hand the loose, slaty soil shelves upwards, shutting in 
the narrow valley, at the entrance of which are works 
of some kind, and engines are sending forth smoke 
and steam to blacken the pure air, and the ground is 
covered with slag and cinders. 

After lunch at the hotel, Madame Dumesnil pilot- 
ing them, for it is all familiar ground to her, they 
enter this narrow sunless valley, and finally approach 
the Source de TOrbe. 

' The girls are a little disappointed for a moment ; 
the singularity of the place and the natural pheno- 
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menon they have come to see do not strike them all 
at once, and they do not see it as Angelique sees it. 

She stands by the calm, glassy, darkened pool, 
and looks down into the water under the shadow of 
the great rock. 

"So still, so smooth," she murmurs, "and the 
force of a whole lake behind it ! " 

Madame Dumesnil feels that Angelique's quiet 
enjoyment is the crown of the excursion. The girls 
begin to run to and fro, and to play, daring each 
other to climb the slaty hills that shut in the valley. 

There are ferns springing from interstices in the 
great rock, and a little frail-looking wooden bridge 
spans two projecting masses across the quiet pool 
itself. 

Since the afternoon at Vevey there has been no 
better than an armed neutrality between Nina and 
Trixy. Although Trixy, be it observed, is steadily 
endeavouring to put into practice the lessons learned 
from Angelique, still, her principles are not "peace 
at any price," but peace if possible, with honour. 
She has turned off many of Nina's provocations, 
fortifying herself with a glance at Angelique when 
sorely tempted to retaliate in a way that may lead to 
unpleasant consequences. 

Victoria thinks she sees a fern in a cranny in the 
rock, a fern whose frond appears to her to be different 
from any she has yet gathered ; she supposes it belongs 
to some rare species, and is holding forth to Trixy 
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concerning it in her dogmatic way, saying how much 
she would like to possess it. 

'* Why don't you go and get it ? " asks Trixy, not 
a little astonished that Victoria should stand and talk 
instead of making an effort to reach it. *' It is easy 
enough to climb so far." 

" Not so easy as it looks," says Gertn\de ; " you'd 
better think twice before you attempt it." 

" I'm not fond of climbing," says Victoria with a 
sigh. 

Trixy who has been a veritable little Tom-boy 
in the old days at home, before she came to ^school to 
be turned into a young lady, hesitates at nothing, 
and instantly offers in her good-natured way to pro- 
cure the fern for Victoria. Lightly she clambers up 
the rock; now she has reached a point where the 
sun shines upon her, and the fern is almost within her 
grasp. Madame Dumesnil turns to speak to her, and 
finds her missing froni the little group of girls, and, 
following the direction of their gaze, sees Trixy 
perched like a bird on the face of the rock. Her 
hand has just grasped the fern ; she waves it aloft. It 
is a pretty picture she makes there in the sunlight, 
with the dark rock below, and Madame exclaims 
enthusiastically to Angelique — 

" Is it not very pretty i " 

Nina hears, and cannot bear to hear Trixy 
admired. She sees an advantage ; there is a better 
pose for her than Trixy has yet attained ; she will 
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command for herself greater admiration than Trixy 
has won. 

Vanity lends wings to her feet, and up she flies. 
Trixy pauses on her way down, astonished to see 
Nina spring past her. Nina attains her ambition, but 
she does not know it, for she is beyond the reach of 
words. All look up, and everybody exclaims in 
various keys. Nina hears the sound of their voices, 
and interprets their exclamations as her vanity dic- 
tates ; she is elated, and it spurs her on to further exer- 
tion. One step more, and the full light of the sun 
will be upon her. One more spring, and the point is 
gained. She stands in the full blaze of golden light 
Madame Dumesnil calls out in dismay, 
" Come down, foolish child I come down ! " 
The words fall short of Nina's ears ; she shakes 
back her long hair which glitters in the sunlight ; her 
little light figure stands out from the dark back- 
ground ; her foot is poised for another spring. One 
moment they see her standing in mid-air, then there 
is a crumble and a rush, the loose stone has given way 
beneath her foot, and the little figure comes sliding 
and slipping down the hill-side amid a shower of 
stones and soil, and lies huddled up among the grass 
and ferns. 

It is all over so quickly that everybody seems 
paralysed for the moment. Then one, then another 
darts forward. It is Angelique who raises her; 
Angelique who peremptorily waves the girls aside. 
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and lay^ the little limp form in the arms of Madame 
Dumesnil. Such a time as this transcends description, 
even if anyone who has ever experienced such could 
remember exactly how things happened, and what 
course they took, sufficiently to describe them. 

" Is she hurt ? Is she killed ? " 

No one answers, and Angelique despatches some 
of them to fetch the carriage which was to wait for 
them at the entrance of the valley. Then she 
approaches Madame Dumesnil. 

" Cover her face. Angel, and do not let them see. 
She is stunned, but she lives, and is beginning to 
revive a little." 

Angel, with her heart full of pity, and shivering 
with undefined pain, spreads her little cambric hand- 
kerchief over the poor bleeding face, which will never 
be the pride and delight of its owner any more. 

When help comes, they bear her to the carriage, 
and there she is again placed in the arms of Madame 
Dumesnil. All the rest take their seats, Gertrude 
in silence mounting to the box with the tears 
streaming down her cheeks. It is a sad return, and a 
sad end to a charming holiday. 



In the salon that evening the girls wait sadly and 
almost in silence the coming of Angelique, who has 
promised to bring them the doctor's verdict as soon 
as it can be given. 
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They have none of them, save Gertrude, perhaps, 
cared very much for Nina ; they feel more affection 
for her now than they have ever done when she stood 
well and strong, and able to hold more than her own 
amongst them. Now that she is removed from them, 
set aside in a moment by pain and injuries of which 
they can only vaguely guess the extent, their hearts 
are full of regret and self-reproach. 

Is she going to die ? each asks herself. Will they 
never have another opportunity to be more forbearing, 
more tolerant, more ready to forgive the taunts 
which have so often galled them into angry re- 
taliation ? In that one awful moment has she been 
snatched from them for ever ? 

When Angelique comes in, they all turn to her 
in eager but mute questioning. In her own quiet 
way she comes and sits down in their midst. 

" She is not seriously hurt," she says ; ** she is 
much shaken and stunned by the fall, but she will 
recover, and soon, the doctor thinks." 

Then why is Angelique more gravely sad than 
the occasion seems to require? 

The girls do not notice this in the first moments 
of relief from a great suspense. 

" Oh, I am so glad I " " What a mercy it is not 
worse ! " " How thankful she ought to be ! " are their 
exclamations. 

Angelique leans forward, her arms resting on her 
knees. 
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'' But, girls, this is not alL Nina has lost, in all 
probability for ever, what she prized more than things 
which are of a higher value." 

They listen breathlessly, while Angelique speaks 
with a little gasp of pain, but quickly, as one who 
wants to rid herself of the burden of a grievous duty. 

" The worst injury done is to her face. One cheek 
has been cut open by a piece of sharp slate. It will 
heal in time, there is no doubt, but the doctor thinks 
it is sure to leave behind it a scar that will disfigure 
her to the end of her life." 

A dead silence follows Angelique's communicatioa 
It takes her listeners some little time to realise what 
this deprivation will be to Nina She who has 
valued her own appearance beyond everything, can 
for the future take no comfort in it. 

A sob breaks the silence at last, and Trixy's little 
quivering arms are twined round Angelique's neck. 

" It was her glass house, and it is gone ! Oh, do 
help me to remember that mine, too, may be smashed 
at any moment, and keep me from ever throwing a 
stone at any one again 1 " 



The Miillers are fairly settled in Orbe now, and 
likely to be happy and prosperous there. M. Emil's 
leg came home in due course^ and was pronounced to 
be in every way a most perfect success. . A stranger 
meeting him, and knowing nothing about it, would 
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not be likely to guess that he has ever been deprived 
of a limb. Those who do know fancy they detect a 
very trifling stiffness in the mechanical leg now and 
then, but perhaps it is only fancy. As long as her 
schooldays continue, Trixy will remain, as she is in 
duty bound to be, M. Emilys favourite pupil. 

Nina recovered in due course, as the doctor said 
she would, and, also in accordance with his decision, 
there is every prospect of the scar of the wound re- 
maining. Lady Gertrude came to Ch&teau du Pr6 to 
nurse her, and as soon as Nina was able to bear the 
journey, she had her desire, and was taken away from 
school. She bade good-bye to her fellow pupils, 
Angelique, and the Miillers, with her face muffled, 
although the wound was quite healed by that time. 
She was far more gentle in her manner than she had 
ever been before. She allowed Gertrude to kiss her, 
and she thanked her and the rest for all their kindness 
to her. She even held Trixy's hand for a second in 
hers and said, 

" You always behaved much better to me than I 
deserved; good-bye." 

To Madame Dumesnil she was really very grateful, 
and even affectionate. Altogether, Nina left behind 
her a much better impression than it might naturally 
have been supposed she ever would do. 

Perhaps Angelique was right in what she said, 
that " Very likely God has seen fit to take away from 
her the one gift she prized too much, and which made 
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her so vain and selfish, in order that she may learn to 
covet more excellent ones." 

When summer came round once more, and Trixy 
went to spend her holidays in England, Angelique 
accompanied her on a visit. And then she made the 
acquaintance of Trixy's most excellent and precious 
father, and of all the joys and delights that abounded 
in the home at AUandale. 

So manifest to everybody there was the improve- 
ment in Trixy, so cordially did both father and mother 
approve of Angelique's elder sisterly friendship and 
affection, that they determined to deprive themselves 
of their little daughter for yet another year, and send 
her back to Switzerland with Angelique. And so, 
although I have finished my story, there has not yet 
come an end to Trixy's schooldays. 
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Morgan's Horror. By G. Manville Fenn. 

Nursing for the Home and for the Hospital, A Handbook ox. 
By Catherine J. Wood. Cheap Edition, is. 6d. ; cloth, as. 

On the Equator. By H. De W. Illustrated with Photos. 3s. 6d. 

Our Homes, and How to Make them Healthy. By Eminent 
Authorities. Illustrated. 15s. ; half-morocco, ais. 

Our Own Country. Six Vols. With 1,200 Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 6d. 
each. 

Outdoor Sports and Indoor Amusements. With nearly x,ooo Illus> 
trations. gs. 

Paris, Cassell's Illustrated Guide to. is. ; cloth, as. 

Parliaments, A Diary of Two. By H. W. Lucv. The Disraeli 
Parliament, 1874 — 1880. las. 

Paxton's Flower Garden. By Sir Joseph Paxton and Prof. Lindlev. 
Revised by Thoma.s Baines, Ii.R.H.S. Three Vols. With 100 
Coloured Plates. )£z xs. each 



SiUctions from Cassell # Company s Publications, 

Peoples of the World, The. Vols. I. to V. By Dr. Robert Brown. 

with Illustrations. 78. 6d. each. 
Perak and the Malaya. By Major Fred McNair. Illustrated, xoa. 6d. 

Photography for Amateurs. ByT. C Hepworth. Illustrated, is.; 

or cloth, IB. 6d. 
Phrase and Fable, Dictionary of. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. Cheap 

EditioHf Enlarged^ cloth, 38. 6d. ; or with leather back, 4s. 6d. 

Pictures from English Literature. With Full-page Illustrations. 5s. 

Pictures of Bird Life in Pen and Pencil. Illustrated, axs. 

Picturesque America. Complete in Four Vols., with 48 Exquisite Steel 
Plates and about 800 Original Wood Engraving £3 2S. each. 

Picturesque Canada. With about 600 Original Illustrations. Two 
Vols. £3 3s. each. 

Picturesque Europe. Complete in^ Five Vols. Each containing 
Z3 Exquisite Steel Plates, from Original Drawings, and nearly 200 
Original Illustrations. 3^10 xos. ; half-morocco, j^X5 X5S. ; morocco 
gilt, £a6 5s. The Popular Edition is published in Five Vols., 
x8s. each., of which Four Vols, are now ready. 

Pigeon Keeper, The Practical . By Lewis Wright. Illustrated. 38. 6d. 

Pigeons, The Book of By Robert Fulton. Edited and Arranged by 
Lewis Wright. With 50 Coloured Plates and numerous Wood 
Engravings. 3X8. 6d. ; half-morocco, £3 as. 

Poems and Pictures. With numerous Illustrations. 58. 
Poets, Cassell's Miniature Library of the : — 



Burns. Two Vols. as. 6d. 
Bvron. Two Vols. as. 6d. 
Hood. Two Vols. as. 6d. 
Longfellow. Two Vols. as. 6d. 



Milton. Two Vols. as. 6d, 
Scott. Two Vols. as. 6d. [as. 6d. 
Sheridan and Goldsmith. 3 Vols. 
Wordsworth. Two Vols. as. 6d. 
Shakespeare. Twelve Vols., in box, 153. 

Police Code, and Manual of the Criminal Law. By C E. Howard 
Vincent, as. 

Popular Library, Cassell's. A Series of New and Original Works. 
Cloth, IS. each. 



The Russian Empire. 

The Religious Revolution 
IN the x6th Century. 

English Journalism. 

The Wit and Wisdom of 
the Bench and Bar. 

The England of Shake- 
speare. 

The Huguenots. 

Our Colonial Empire. 

John Wesley. 

The Young Man in the 
Battle of Life. 



The Story of the English 
Jacobins. 

Domestic Folk Lore. 

The Rev. Rowland Hill: 
Preacher and Wit. 

BoswELL and Johnson : 
their Companions and Con- 
temporaries. 

The Scottish Cove- 
nanters. 

History of the Free- 
Trade Movement in 
England. * 



Poultry Keeper, The Practical. By L. Wright. ' With Coloured 
Plates and Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Poultry, The Illustrated Book of. By L. Wright. With Fifty 
Exquisite Coloured Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings. Cloth, 
3x8. 6d. ; half-morocco, £a as. 

Pttultry, The Book of. By Lewis Wright. Popular Edition, With 
lUostrations on Wood, xoa. 6d. 



Selections from Cassell % Company s Publications, 

Quiver Yearly Volume, The. With about 300 Original Contributions 
\sv Eminent Divines and Popular Authors, and upwards of 350 high> 
^ciass Illustrations. 78. 6d. 
Rabbit- Keeper, The Practical. By Cuniculus. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 

Rajrs from the Realms of Nature. By the Rev. J. Nbil, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 38. 6d. 

Red Library of English and American Classics, The. Stiff covers, 
IS. each ; cloth, as. each ; or half-calf, marbled edges, 5s. 



Washington Irving's 

Sketch Book. 
ThbLast Days of Palmyra. 
Tales op the Borders. 
Pride and Prejudice. 
The Last of the Mohicans. 
The Heart of Midlothian. 
The Last Days of Pompeii. 



American Humour. 
Sketches by Boz. 
Macaulay's Lays, and 

Selected Essays. 
Harry Lorrequer. 
The Old Curiosity Shop. 

RiENZI. 

The Talisman. 



Romeo and Juliet. Edition de Luxe, Illustrated with Twelve Superb 
Photogravures from Original Drawings by F. Dicksee, A.R.A. £5 58. 

Royal River, The : The Thames from Source to Sea. With Descrip- 
tive Text and a Series of beautiful Engravings, ^fl as. 

Russia. By D. Mackenzie Wallace, M.A. 5s. 

Russo-Turkish War, Cassell's History of. With about 500 Illus* 

trations. Two Vols., gs. each. 
Sandwith, Humphry. A Memoir by his Nephew, Thomas Humphry 

Ward. 78. 6d. 
Saturday Journal, Cassell's. Yearly Volume. 6s. 

Science for All. Edited by Dr. Robert Brown, M.A-, F.L.S., &c. 
With 1,500 Illustrations. Five Vols. gs. each. 

Sea, The: Its Stirring Story of Adventure, Peril, and Heroism. 

By F. Whymppr. With 400 Illustrations. Four Vols., 7s. 6d. each. 
Shakspere, The Leopold. With 400 Illustrations. Cloth, 6s. 
Shakspere, The Royal. With Steel Plates and Wood Engravings. 

Three Vols. 15s. each. 
Shakespeare, Cassell's Quarto Edition. Edited by Charles and 

Mary Cowdbn Clarke, and containing about 600 Illustrations by 

H. C. Selous. Complete in Three Vols., cloth gilt, £3 3s. 
Sketching from Nature in Water Colours. By Aaron Pbnley. 

With Illustrations in Chr6mo-Lithography. 158. 

Smith, The Adventures and Discourses of Captain John. By John 
Ashton. Illustrated. 5s. 

Sports and Pastimes, Cassell's Book of. With more than 800 lUustra- 
tions and Coloured Frontispiece. 768 pages. 7s. 6d. 

Steam Engine, The Theory and Action of the : for Practical Men. 
By W. H. Northcott, C.E. 3s. 6d. 

Stock Exchange Year-Book, The. By Thomas Skinnbk. zos. 6d. 
Stones of London, The. By K F. Flower. 6d. 

" Stories from Cassell's." 6d. each; cloth lettered, gd. each. 



My Aunt's Match-making. 
Told by her Sister. 
The Silver Lock. 



"Running Pilot." 
The Mortgage Money. 
GouRLAY Brothers. 



A Great Mistake. 
*** "nie above are also issued. Three Volumes in One, cloth, price as. each. 
Sunlight and Shade. With numerous Exquisite Engravings. 78. 6d. 
Telegraph Guide, The. Illustrated, zs. 
Trajan. An American NoveL By H. F. Kbbnan. 78. 6d. 
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Transformations of Insects, The. By Prof. P. MXstin Duncan, 

M.B., F.R.S. With 240 Illustrations. 68. 
Treatment, The Year- Book of. A Critical Review for Practitioners of 

Medicine and Surgery. 5s. 
United States, Cassell's History of the. By Edmund Olliek. 

With <5oo Illustrations. Three Vols. gs. each. 
United States, Constitutional History and Political Development 

of the. By Simon Sterne, of the New York Bar. 5s. 
Universal History, Cassell's Illustrated. Four Vols. gs. each. 
Vicar of Wakefield and other Works by Oliver Goldsmith. 

Illustrated 3s. 6d. 
Wealth Creation. By A. Moncredien. 5s. 
Westall, AV., Novels by. Popular Editions. Cloth, as. each. 

Ralph Norbreck's Trust. 
The Old Factory. Red Ryvington. 

What Girls Can Do. By Phyllis Browne, as. 6d. 

Wild Animals and Birds : their Haunts and Habits. By Dr. 
Andrew Wilson. Illustrated. 7s. 6d. 

Wild Birds, Familiar. First and Second Series. By W. Swaysland. 
With 40 Coloured Plates in each. las. 6d. each. 

Wild Flowers, Familiar. By F. £. Hulme, F.L.S.. F.S.A. Five 
Series. With 40 Coloured Plates in each. las. 6d. each. 

Winter in India, A. By the Rt. Hon. W. £. Baxter, M.P. 5a. 

Wise 'Woman, The. By George Macdonald. as. 6d. 

Wood Magic : A Fable. By Richard Jepferies. 68. 

World of the Sea. Translated from the French of Moquin Tanoon, 
by the Very Rev. H. Martyn Hart, M.A. Illustrated. Cloth. Gs. 

World of Wit and Humour, The. With 400 Illustrations. Cloth, 
7s. 6d. ; cloth gilt, gilt edges, ids. 6d. 

World of Wonders. Two Vols. With 400 Illustrations. 78. 6d. each. 

MAGAZINES. 
The Quiver, for Sunday Reading. Monthly, 6d. 
Cassell's Family Magazine, Monthly, 7d. 
**TAttle Folks" Magazine, Monthly, 6d. 
The Magazine of Art, Monthly, xs. 
CasselVs Saturday tTournal. Weekly, xd. ; Monthly, 6d. 

•«• Full particulars of CASSELL db COMPANY'S Monthly Senal 

Publications, numbering upwards of 50 different JVorks, vrill be 

found in Casseli. & Company's COMPLETE CATALOGUE, sent 

post free on ap plica tion. 

Catalogues of Cassell & Company's Publications, which may be had 
at all Booksellers', or will be sent post free on application to the 
publishers : — 

Cassell's Complete Catalogue, containing particulars of One 

Thousand Volumes. 
Cassell's Classified Catalogue, in which their Works are 

arranged according to price, from Sixpence to Tiventy-fivs Guineas. 
Cassell's Educational Catalogue, containing particulars of 

Cassell & Company's Educational Works and Students' Manuals. 

CASSELL & COMPANY, Limited, Ludgate Hill, London, 



Selections from Cassell % Company s PublicaHom, 



Bible, The Ccown Illustrated. With about x,ooo Original Illustrations. 
With References, &c. i»248 pages, crown 410, cloth, 78. 6d. 

Bible, Cassell's Illustrated Family. With 900 Illustrations. Leather, 
gilt edges, £a IDS. 

Bible Dictionary, Cassell's. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 

Bible Educator, The. Edited by the Very Rev. Dean Plumptre, D.D., 
Wells. With Illustrations, Maps, &c. Four Vols., cloth, 68. each. 

Bunyan's Pilsrim's Progress (Cassell's Illustrated). Demy 4to. 
Illustrated throughout. 7s. 6d. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. With Illustrations. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Bunyan's Holy War. With 100 Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Child's Life of Christ, The. Complete in One Handsome Volume, with 
about 200 Original Illustrations. Demy 4to, gilt edges, sxs. 

Child's Bible, The. With 200 Illustrations. Demy 4to, 830 pp. i^V^ 
Thousand, Cheap Edition, 7s. 6d. 

Church at Home, The. A Series of Short Sermons. By the Rt. Rev. 
Rowley Hill, D.D., Bishop of Sodor and Man. 5s. 

Day- Dawn in Dark Places ; or Wanderings and Work in Bech. 
wanaland. South Africa. By the Rev. John Mackenzie. IUus- 
trated throughout. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Difiiculties of Belief, Some. By the Rev. T. Teignmouth Shorb, 
M.A. New and Cheap Edition. 2S. 6d. 

Dore Bible. With 230 Illustrations by Gustave Dok^. Cloth, £3 los. ; 
Persian morocco, £3 zos. 

Early Days of Christianity, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, 
D.D.. F.R.S. 
Library Edition. Two Vols., 24s. ; morocco, £2 as. 
Popular Edition. Complete in One Volume, cloth, 68. ; cloth, gilt 
edges, 7s. 6d. ; Persian morocco, ids. 6d. ; tree-calf, X5S. 
Family Prayer-Book, The. Edited by Rev. Canon Garbktt. M.A., 
and Rev. S. Martin. Extra crown 4to, cloth, 5s. ; morocco^ zSs. 

Geikie, Cunningham, D.D., "Works by : — 

Hours with the Bible. Six Vols., 6s. each. 
Entering on Life. 3s. 6d. 
The Precious Promises, as. 6d. 
The English Reformation. 58. 
Old Testament Characters. 68. 

The Life and Words of Christ. Two Vols., cloth, 30s. Students* 
Edition. Two Vols., i6s. 

Glories of the Man of Sorrows, The. Sermons preached at St. James's, 

Piccadilly. By the Rev. H. G. Bonavia Hunt. as. 6d. 
Gospel of Grace, The. By A. Lindesie. Cloth, 33. 6d. 

*' Heart Chords." A Series of Works by Eminent Divines. Bound in 
cloth, red edges, One Shilling each. 



My Father. 

My Bible. 

My Work for God. 

My Object in Life. 

My Aspirations. 

My Emotional Life. 

My Body. 



My Soul. 

My Growth in Divine Life. 

My Hereafter. 

My Walk with God. 

My Aids to the Divine Lifk. 

My Sourcbs of Strength. 

SB> 8.85 



StUetums from Cassell ^ Company*! Publications^ 

Life of Christ, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., 
Cbepkun«in-Ordiiuu7 to the Queen. 

IxxuSTRATBD EDITION, With about 300 Origuiai Illustrations. 

Extra crown 4to, clod), gilt edges, azs. ; morocco antique, 42s. 
Library Edition. Two \o\%. Cloth, 348. ; morocco, 428. 
Bijou Edition. Five Volumes, in box, zos. 6d. the set. 
Popular Edition, in One Vol. 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; cloth, gilt edges, 

78. fid. ; Persian morocco, gilt edges, zos. fid. ; tree-calf, Z5S. 

Marriage Ring, The. By William Landkls, D.D. Bound in white 
leatherette, gilt edges, in box, fis. ; morocco, 88. fid. 

MartyTB, Poze'8 Book of. With about aoo Illustrations. Imperial 8vo, 

73a pages, cloth, zss. ; doth gilt, gilt edges, 158. 
Mosea and Geology ; or, The Harmony of the Bible with Science. 

By Samuel Kinns, Ph.D., F.R.A.S. Illustrated. Cheap Edition, fis. 

Music of the Bible, The. By J. Stainbr, M.A., Mus. Doc. as. fid. 

Near and the Heavenly Horixons, The. By the Countess Db 
Gasparin. za. ; cloth, as. 

Neiv Testament Commentary for English Readers, The. Edited 
by the Rt. Rev. C. J. Ellicott, D.D., Lord Bishop of Gloucester 
and Bristol. In Three Volumes, azs. each. 

Vol. I.— The Four Gospels. 

Vol. II.— The Acts, Romans, Corinthians, Galatians. 

Vol. III. — The remaining Books of the New Testament. 

Old Testament Commentary for English Readers, The. Edited 
by the Right Rev. C. J. Ellicx)tt, D.D.. Lord Bishop of Gloucester 
and Bristol. Complete m 5 Vols., azs. each. 



Vol. I. — Genesis to Numbers. 
Vol. II. — Deuteronomy to 
Samuel II. 



Vol. III.— Kings I. to Esther. 

Vol. IV.— Job to IsaUh. 

VoL V. —Jeremiah to MalachL 



Patriarchs, The. By the late Rev. W. Hanna, D.D., and the Ven. 

Archdeacon Norris, B.D. as. fid. 
Protestantism, The History of. By the Rev. J. A. Wvlib, LL.D. 

Containing upwards of 600 Original Illustrations. Three Vols., 378. 
Quiver Yearly Volume, The. 250 high-class Illustrations. 78. fid.' 

Revised Version — Commentary on the Revised Version of the Neiv 
Testament. By the Rev. W. G. Humphry, B.D. 7s. fid. 

Sacred Poems, The Book of. Edited by the Rev. Canon Baynes, M.A. 
With Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

St. George for England ; and other Sermons preached to Children. By 
the Rev. T. Teignmouth Shore, M.A. 58. 

St. Paul, The Life and W^ork of. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, 
D.D., F.R.S., Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 

Library Edition. Two Vols., doth, S4S. ; morocco, 438. 
Illustrated Edition, complete in One Volume, with about 300 

Illustrations, £z zs. ; morocco, £a as. 
Popular Edition. One Volume, 8vo. cloth, fis. ; cloth, gilt edges, 
78. fid. ; Persian morocco, los. fid. ; tree-calf, Z5s. 

Secular Life, The Gospel of the. Sermons preached at Oxford. By 
the Hon. W. H. Frbmantlb, Canon of Canterbury. 58. 

Sermons Preached at Westminster Abbey. By Alfred Barry, 
D.D., D.CL, Primate of Australia. 5s. 

Shall We Know One Another ? By the Rt. Rev. J. C. Ryle, D.D., 
Bishop of Liverpool. New and Enlarged Edition, Cloth limp, is. 

Simon Peter: His Life, Times, and Friends. By E. Hodder. 5s. 

Voice of Time, The. By John Stroud. Cloth gilt, zs. 
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Algebra, The Elements of. By Pio£ Wallacb, M.A., zs. 

Arithmetics, The Modern School. By Gborgb Ricks, B.Sc Lend. 
With Test Cards. {List on amplication,) 

Book- Keeping : — 

Book-Keeping for Schools. By Theodore Jones, as. ; cloth, 3s. 
Book-Keeping for the Million. By T. Jones, as. ; cloth, 38. 
Books for Jones's System. Ruled Sets of, as. 

Commentary, The New Testament. Edited by the Lord Bishop of 
Gloucester and Bristol. Handy Volume Edition. 
St. Matthew, 3s. 6d. St. Mark, 3s. St. Luke, 3s. 6d. St. John, 
3s. 6d. The Acts of the Apostles, 3s. 6d. Romans, as. 6d. Corinthians 
I. and II., 3s. Galatians, Ephesians, and Philippians, 3s. Colossians, 
Thessalonians, and Timothy, 3s. Titus, Philemon, Hebrews, dipd 
James, 3s. Peter, Jude, and John, 3s. The Revelation, 3s. An 
Introduction to the New Testament, 3s. 6d. 

Commentary, Old Testament. Edited by Bishop Ellicott. Handy 
Volume Edition. In Vols, suitable for School and general use. 
Genesis, 3s. 6d. Exodus, 38. Leviticus, 3s. Numbers, as. 6d. 
Deuteronomy, as. 6d. 

Copy-Books, Cassell's Graduated. Eighteen Books, ad. each. 

Copy-Books, The Modern School. In Twelve Books, of 34 pages 

each, price ad. each. 
Drawing Books for Young Artists. 4 Books. 6d. each. 

Drawing Books, Superior. 4 Books. Printed in Fac-simtle by Litho- 
graphy, price 5s. each. 

Drawing Copies, Casseirs Modem School ^Freehand. First Grade, 
zs. ; Second Grade, as. 

Energy and Motion : A Text-Book of Elementary Mechanics. 
By William Paige, M.A. Illustrated, zs. 6d. 

English Literature, A First Sketch of, from the Earliest Period to 
the Present Time. By Prof. Henry Morlky. 7s. 6d. 

Euclid, Cassell's. Edited by Prof. Wallace, A.M. zs. 

Euclid, The First Four Books of. In paper, 6d. ; cloth, gd. 

French, Cassell's Lessons in. New and Revised Edition. Parts I. 
and II., each as. 6d. ; complete, 4s. 6d. Key, zs. 6d. 

French- English and English- French Dictionary. Entirely New 
and Enlarged Edition. 1,150 pages, ,8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Galbraith and Haughton's Scientific Manuals. By the Rev. Prof. 
Galbraith, M.A.. and the Rev. Prof. Hauchton, M.D., D.C.L. 
Arithmetic, 3s. 6a. — Plane Trigonometry, as. 6d. — Euclid, Books I., 
II., III., as. 6d.— Books IV., v., VI. as. 6d.— Mathematical Tables, 
3s. 6d. — Mechanics, 3s. 6d.— Optics, as. 6d. — Hydrostatics, 38. 6d. — 
Astronomy, 5s.— Steam Engine, 3s. 6d. — ^Algebra, Part I., cloth, as. 6d. ; 
Complete, 7s. 6d. — ^Tides and Tidal Currents, with Tidal Cards, 3s. 

German-English and English-German Dictionary. 3s. 64. 

German Reading, First Lessons in. By A. Jacst. Illustrated, is. 

Handbook of New Code of Regulations. By John F. Moss. zs. 

Historical Course for Schools, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout. 
I. — Stories from English History, zs. II. — The Simple Outline of 
English History, zs. 3d. III.— The Class History of England, as. 6<L 



SiUUhnsfivm Casstll % Company s Publications, 

Latin-English and Engliah-Latin Dictionary. By J. R. Beard, 
D.D., and C. Beard, B.A. Crown 8vo, 914 pp., 38. od. 

Little Folks* History of England. By Isa Craig-Knox. With 30 
Illustrations, is. €6.. 

Making of the Home, The : A Book of Domestic Economy for School 
and Home Use. By Mrs. Samuel A. Barnett. is. 6d. 

Marlborough Books : — ^Arithmetic Examples, 3s. Arithmetic Rules, 
IS. 6d. French Exercises, 38. 6d. French Grammar, as. 6d. German 
Grammar^s. 6d. 

Music,' An Elementary Manual of. By Henry Leslie, is. 

Natural Philosophy. By Rev. Prof. Haughton, F.R.S. Illustrated. 
3s. 6d. 

Painting, Guides to. With Coloured Plates and full instructions :— 
Animal Painting, 5s. — China Painting, 5s. —Figure Painting, 7s. 6d.— 
Flower Painting, 2 Books, 5s. each. — Tree Painting, 5s. — Sepia 
Painting, 5s. — ^Water Colour Painting, 5s. — Neutral Tint, 5s. 

Popular Educator, Cassell's. New and Thorotighly Revised Edition, 
Illustrated throughout. Complete in Six Vols., 5s. each. 

Physical Science, Intermediate Text-Book of. By F. H. Bowman, 
D.Sc. F.R.A.S., F.L.S. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 

Readers, Cassell*s Readable. Carefully graduated, extremely in- 
teresting, and illustrated throughout. {List on application^ 

Readers, Cassell's Historical. Illustrated throughout, printed on 
superior paper, and strongly bound in cloth. (Z ist on a^pUcation.) 

Readers, The Modern Geographical, illustrated throughout, and 
strongly bound in cloth. (£t>/ on application.) 

Readers, The Modern School. Illustrated. {List <m applicatton,) 
Reading and Spelling Book, Cassell's Illustrated, is. 
Rieht Lines ; or, Form and Colour. With Illustrations, is. 
School Manager's Manual. By F. C. Mills, M.A. is. 
Shakspere's Plays for School Use. 5 Books. Illustrated, 6d. each. 

Shakspere Reading Book, The. By H. Courthope Bo wen, M.A. 
Illustrated. 3s. 6d. Also issued in Three Books, is. each. 

Spelling, A Complete Manual of. By J. D. Morell, LL.D. is. 

Technical Manuals, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout : — 

Handrailing and Staircasing, 3s. 6d. — Bricklayers, Drawing for, 3s.— 
Building Construction, as.— Cabinet-Makers, Drawing for, 3s.— Car- 
penters and Joiners, Drawing for, 3s. 6d.— Gothic Stonework, 3s. 
— Linear Drawing and Practical Geometry, as. — Linear Drawing and 
Projection. The Two Vols, in One, 3s . 6d.— Machinists and Engineers, 
Drawing for, 4s. 6d.— Metal Plate Workers, Drawing for, 3s.— Model 
Drawing, 3s.— Orthographical and Isometrical Projectiouj as. — Practical 
Perspective, 3s.— Stonemasons, Drawing for, 3s. — Applied Mechanics, 
by Prof. R. S. Ball, LLD., as.— Systematic Drawing and Shading, 
by Charles Ryan, as. 

Technical Educator, Cassell's. Four Vols., 6s. eaclu Popular 
Edition, in Four Vols., 5s. each. 

Technology, Manuals of. Edited by Prof. Ayrton, F.R.S., and 
Richard Wormell, D.Sc, M.A. Illustrated throughout :— 
The Divein^ of Textile Fabrics, by Prof. Hummel, 5s.— Watch and 
Clock Making, by D. Glasgow, 4s. 6d.— Steel and Iron, by W. H. 
Greenwood, F.C.S., Assoc. M.I.C.E., &c., 5s.— Spinning Woollen and 
Worsted, by W. S. Bright McLaren, 4s. 6d.— Design in Textile 
Fabrics, by T. R. Ashenhurst, 4s. 6d. —Practical Mechanics, by Prof. 
Perry, M.E., 3s. 6d.— Cutting Tools Worked by Hand and Machine, 
by Prof. Smith, 3s. 6d. 

Othtr Volume* in preparation. A Prospectus sent post Jru on applicatiou. 
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g00ka for f TOttg f e0ple, 

"Little Folks" Half- Yearly Volume. With 200 Illustrations, 

3s. 6d. ; or cloth gilt, 5s. 
Bo- Peep. A Book for the Little Ones. With Original Stories and Verses, 

Ilhistrated throughout. Boards, as. 6d. ; cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 
The World's Lumber Room. By Selina Gave. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 
The "Proverbs*' Series. Consisting of a New and Original Series of 

Stories by Popular Authors, founded on and illustrating well-known 

Proverbs. With Four Illustrations in each Book, printed on a tint. 

Crown 8vo, 160 pages, cloth, xs. 6d. each. 



Fritters ; or, " It's a Long Lane 
THAT has no Turning." By 
Sarah Pitt. 

Trixy ; or, " Those who Live in 
Glass Houses shouldn't 
THROW Stones." By Maggie 
Symington. 

The Two Hardcastles; or, "A 
Friend in Need is a Friend 
Indeed." By Madeline Bonavia 
Hunt. 

The "Cross and Crown" Series. 



Major Monk's Motto; or, 

*' Look Before vou Leap." By 

the Rev. F. Langbridge. 
Tim Thomson's Trial ; or, " All 

IS not Gold that Glitters." 

By George Weatherly. 
Ursula's Stumbling-Block ; or, 

"Pride cpMES before a Fall." 

By Julia Goddard. 
Ruth's Life- Work ; or. 

Pains, no Gains." By 

Rev. Joseph Johnson. 

Consisting of Stories founded on 



"No 

the 



incidents which occurred during Religious Persecutions of Past 
Days. With Four Illustrations in each Rook, printed on a tint Crown 
8vo, 256 pages, as. 6d. each. 

No. XIII. ; OR, The Story of the 
Lost Vestal. A Tale of Early 
Christian Days. By Emma 
Marshall. 



A Story of 
By Thomas 



By Fire and Sword 

the Huguenots. 

Archer. 
Adam Hepburn's Vow: a Tale 

OF Kirk and Covenant. By 

Annie S. Swan. 

The World's Workers. A Series 



of New and Original Volumes. 



With Portraits printed on a tint as Frontispiece, is. each. 



Charles Dickens. By his Eldest 
* Daughter. 

Sir Titus Salt and George 
Moore. By J. Burnley. 

Florence Nightingale, Cather- 
ine Marsh, Frances Ridley 
Havergal, Mrs. Ranyard 
("L.N.R."). By Lizzie Ald- 
ridge. 

Dr. Guthrie, Father Mathew, 
Elihu Burritt, George Live- 
SEY. By the Rev. J. W. Kirton. 

Sir Henry Havelock and Colin 
Campbell, Lord Clyde. By 
E. C. Phillips. 



Abraham Lincoln. By Ernest 

Foster. 
David Livingstone. By Robert 

Smiles. 
George Miller and Andrew 
Reed. By E. R. Pitman. 

Richard Cobden. By R. Gowing. 

Benjamin Franklin. By E. M. 

Tomkinson. 
Handel. By Eliza Clarke. 

Turner, the Artist. By the 
Rev. S. A. Swaine. 

George and Robert Stephenson. 
By C. L. Mat^aux. 



The *• Chimes " Series. Each containing 64 pages, with Illustrations 
on every page, and handsomely bound in cloth, is. 



Bible Chimbs. Contains Bible 

Verses for Every Day in the 

Month. 
Daily Chimbs. Verses from the 

Poets for Every Day in the 

Month* 



Holy Chimbs. Verses for Every 

Sunday in the Year. 
Old World Chimes. Verses from 

old writers for Every Day In the 

MoBth* 



StUetions from Ctusell ^ Company s PubJtcatioHs, 



New Books for Bovs. With Original Illustrations, produced in a tint. 



Cloth gilt, 58. eai 
" Follow my Lbadbr ; " ok, the 

Boys op Tbmplbton. By* 

Talbot Baines Reed. 
For Fortune and Glory: a 

Story op the Soudan War. 

By Lewis Hough. 



The Champion op Odin; or. 

Viking Lipe in the Days op 

Old. By J. Fred. Hodgetts. 
Bound by a Spell; or the 

Hunted Witch op the Forest. 

By the Hon. Mrs. Greene. 



Price 38. 6d. each. 



On Board the "Esmeralda;" 
OR. Martin Leigh's Log. By 
John C Hutcheson. 



In Quest op Gold; or, Under 
the Whanga Falls. By 
Alfred St. Johnston. 



For Queen and King ; or, the Loyal 'Prentice. By Henry Frith. 

The " Boy Pioneer '* Series. By Edward S. Ellis. With Four Full- 
page Illustrations in each Book. Crown 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. each. 

Ned in the Woods. A Tale of I Ned on the Riyer. A Tale of 
Early Days in the West | Indian River Warfare. 

Ned in the Block House. A Story of Pioneer Life in Kentucky. 

The '*Log Cabin*' Series. By Edward S. Ellis. With Four Full- 
page Illustrations in each. Crown 8vo, doth, as. 6d. each. 

The Lost Trail. | Camp-Fire and Wigwam. 

Sixpenny Story Books. All Illustrated, aud containing Interesting 
Stories by well-knoMOi Writers. 



Little Content. 

The Smuggler's Cave. 

Little Lizzie. 

Little Bird. 

The Boot on the Wrong Foot. 

Luke Barnicott. 

Little Pickles. 

The Boat Club. By Oliver Optic. 



Hblppul Nellie; and other 

Stories. 
The Elchester College Boys. 
My First Cruise. 
Lottie's White Frock. 
Only Just Once. 
"The Little Peacemaker. 
The Dblpt Jug. By Sllverpen. 



The "Baby's Alburn" Series. Four Books, each containing about 
50 Illustrations. Price 6d. each ; or cloth gilt, zs. each. 

Baby's Album. I Fairy's Album. 

Dolly's Album. | Pussy's Album. 

Illustrated Books for the Little Ones. Containing interesting Stories. 
All Illustrated, is. each. 



. Indoors and Out. 
Some Farm Friends. 
Those Golden Sands. 
Little Mothers and their 
Children. 

Shilling Story Books. All Illustrated, 

Thorns and Tangles. 

The Cuckoo in the Robin's Nest. 

John's Mistake. 

Pearl's Fairy Flower. 

The History op Fiyb Little 

Pitchers. 
Diamonds in the Sand. 
SuiiLY Bob. 
The Giant's Cbadlb. 



Our Pretty Pets. 
Our Schoolday Hours. 
Creatures Tame. 
Creatures Wild. 

and containing Interesting Stories. 
Shag and Doll. 
Aunt Lucia's Locket. 
The Magic Mirror. 
The Cost op Revenge. 
Clever Frank. 
Among the Redskins. 
The Ferryman op Brill. 
Harry Maxwell. 
A Banished Monaboc 



Selections from Cassell ^ Comfanfs Publications.' 



" Little Folks '* Painting Books. With Text, and Outline Illustrations 
for Water-Colour Paintmg. xs. each. 



Fruits and Blossoms for 
"Little Folks" to Paint. 

The "Little Folks" Proverb 
Painting Book. 

The "Little Folks" Illumi- 
nating Book. 

Eighteenpenny Story Books. All 
Three Wee Ulster Lassies. 
Little Queen Mab. 
Up the Ladder. 
Dick's Hero ; and other Stories* 
The Chip Bov. 

Raggles, Baggles, and the Em- 
peror. 
Roses from Thorns. 
Faith's Father. 



Pictures to Paint. 

"Little Folks "Painting Book. 

"Little Folks" Nature Paint- 
ing Book. 

Another " Little Folks" Paint- 
ing Book. 

Illustrated throughout. 

By Land and Sea. 

The Young Bbrringtons. 

Jeff and Leff. 

Tom Morris's Error. 

Worth more than Gold. 

" Through Flood — Through 

Fire;" and other Stories. 
The Girl with the Golden 

Locks. 
Stories of the Olden Time. 



The *' Cosy Corner " Series. Story Books for Children. Each con- 
taining nearly One Hundred Pictures, is. 6d. each. 



See-Saw Stories. 

Little Chimes for All Times. 

Wee Willie Winkie. 

Bright Sundays. 

Pet's Posy of Pictures and 

Stories. 
Dot's Story Book. 



Story Flowers for Rainy Hours. 
Little Talks with Little People 
Bright Rays for Dull Days. 
Chats for Small Chatterers. 
Pictures for Happy Hours. 
Ups and Downs of a Donkey's 
Life. 



The "World in Pictures.** Illustrated throughout 2s. 6d. each. 



A Ramble Round France. 

All the Russias. 

Chats about Germany. 

The Land of the Pyramids 

(Egypt). 
Peeps into China. 

Two-Shilling Story Books. All 

Stories of the Tower. 
Mr. Burke's Nieces. 
May Cunningham's Trial. 
The Top of the Ladder : How 

to Reach it. 
Little Flotsam. 
Madge and her Friends. 
The Children of the Court. 
A Moonbeam Tangle. 
Maid Marjory. 

Half-Crown Story Books. 
Margaret's Enemy. 
Pen's Perplexities. 
Notable Shipwrecks. 
Golden Days. 

Wonders of Common Things. 
Little EMPRE.<ts Joan. 
Truth will Out. 



The Eastern Wonderland 

(Japan). 
Glimpses of South America. 
Round Africa. 

The Land of Temples (India). 
The Isles of the Pacific. 

Illustrated. 

The Four Cats of the Tipper- 
tons. 
Marion's Two Homes. 
Little Folks* Sunday Book. 
Two Fourpenny Bits. 
Poor Nelly. 
Tom Heriot. 

Through Peril to Fortune. 
Aunt Tabitha's Waifs. 
In Mischief Again. 



Soldier and Patriot (CJeotge 

Washington). 
Pictures of School Life and 

Boyhood. 
The Young Man in the Battle 

OF Life. By the Rev Dr. 

Landels. 
The True Glory op Woman, 

By the Rev. Dr. Landels. 



'Selections from Cassell ^. Company s Publicahons, 



Library of Wonders. IHustrated Gift-books for Boys. ss. 6d. each. 



Wonderful Adventures. 
Wonders of Animal Instinct. 
Wonders of Architecture. 
Wonders of Acoustics. 



Wonders of Water. 
Wonderful Escapes. 
Bodily Strength and. Skill. 
Wonderful Balloon Ascents. 



Gift Books for Children. With Coloured Illustrations, ss. 6d. each. 



The Story of Robin Hood. 
Off to Sea. 
Sandford and Mrrton. 



True Robinson Crusoes. 
Reynard the Fox. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. 



Three and Sixpenny Library of Standard Tales, &c. 
trated and bound in cloth gilt Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. each. 



All lUus- 



Jane Austen and her Works. 

Better than Good. 

Heroines of the Mission Field. 

Mission Life in Greece and 
Palestine. 

The Dingy House at Kensing- 
ton. 

At the South Pole. 

The Story of Captain Cook. 

The Romance of Trade. 

The Three Homes. 

My Guardian. 



School Girls. 

Deepdalb Vicarage. 

In JDuty Bound. 

The Half Sisters. 

Peggy Oglivie's Inheritance. 

The Family Honour. 

Esther West. 

Working to Win. 

Krilof and his Fables. By 

W. R S. Ralston, M.A. 
Fairy Tales. By Prof. Morley. 



The Home Chat Series. All Illustrated throughout. Fcap. 4to. 
Boards, 38. 6d. each. Cloth, g^lt edges, 5s. each. 



Half -Hours with Early Ex 

plorers 
Stories about Animals. 
Stories about Birds. 
Paws and Claws. 
Home Chat. 

Books for the Little Ones. 

The Little Doings of some 
Little Folks. By Chatty 
Cheerful. Illustrated. 5s. 

The Sunday Scrap Book. With 
One Thousand Scripture Pic- 
tures. Boards, 5s. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Daisy Dimple's Scrap Book. 
Containing about z,ooo Pictures. 
Boards, 58. ; cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Leslie's Songs for Little 
Folks. Illustrated, is. 6d. 

Books for Boys. 

King Solomon's Mines. By 
H. Rider Haggard. 5s. 

The Sea Fathers. By Clements 
Markham. Illustrated, as. 6d. 

Treasure Island. By R. L. 
Stevenson. With Full-page 
Illustrations. 5s. 

Half-Hours with Early Ex- 
plorers. By T. Frost. Illus- 
trated Cloth gilt, 5s. 



Sunday Chats with Our Young 
Folks. 

Peeps Abroad for Folks at 
Home. 

Around and About Old Eng- 
land. 

Little Folks' Picture Album 

With 168 Lat^e Pictures. 5s. 
Little Folks' Picture Gallery. 

With 750 Illustrations. 5s. 
The Old Fairy Tales. With 

Original Illustrations. Boards, 

X5. ; cloth, IS. dd. 
My Diary. With 12 Coloured 

Plates and 366 Woodcuts, is . 
Three Wise Old Couples. With 

16 Coloured Plates. 5s. 

Modern Explorers. .By Thomas 
Frost. Illustrated. 5s. 

Cruise in Chinese Waters. By 
Capt. Lindley. Illustrated. 5s. 

Wild Adventures in Wild 
Places. By Dr. Gordon Sta- 
bles, M.D.,R.N. Illustrated. 5s. 

Jungle, Peak, and Plain. By 
Dr. Gordon Stables, R.N. lUus 
trated. 5s. 



CASSMLL ^ COMPANY, UmiUd, London, Pans, Niw York 

4Utd MiiboUrHi* 



\ 



